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Foreword to the School Magazine
Each year, little notices begin to appear in assembly which result in the gathering together of
that year's Magazine Committee. Without any apparent fuss or bother, they go about their work. The
result is an absolute feast for the rest of us; we can savour once more the delights of the year, and
remember with affection those pupils and staff who left us. During the past year the school has
enjoyed great successes in a number of fronts, but we have faced a tragedy, too. Reading this
magazine, I hope that you will join with us in sharing once more a memorable year.
We all congratulate the Committee and Mrs da Costa, as well as everyone else who has
contributed to the magazine.
Susan Whitfield

EDITORIAL
After much blood, sweat and tears,
Sleepless nights, irrational fears,
Despite the stress of life,
Exams, coursework and other strife,
The magazine committee of 1996
Is proud to present a delectable mix,
Of intellectual delights, school news,
Art work, events, poetry and reviews.
We thank Mrs Da Costa and Mrs Jenkins for
their hard work,

And Talia for her biscuits - a constant perk.
Regardless of being time-consuming pd
sometimes trying,
Producing this magazine was extremely
satisfying.
Our only problem has been writing an
editorial that's witty,
As you can see from this little ditty.
We hope it brings you great pleasure,
And enjoyment beyond measure.

Staff News 1995-6
Our news begins with the delivery of four more staff babies; Joanna, born to Ms Mercer in December;
Freddie, Miss Butterfield's contribution, appeared in February; Oliver arrived in March to add to Mrs
Maynard's family and Tilly was born in May to Mrs Singer's delight.
During these teachers' absences, we were extremely fortunate to find excellent replacements. Ms
Mercer was covered by three part-time teachers; Ms Turner taught her A level classes, Mrs Jones
taught her GCSE classes and we welcomed back Mrs Anderson to teach her junior forms. Miss
Butterfield's replacement was Mrs Deans, who has subsequently been promoted to be Head of
Geography at Queen's College, Harley Street. Mrs Maynard was replaced by Mr Laing and Ms Clifford
is teaching in place of Mrs Singer until January. All these teachers have fitted into school life superbly
and we are very grateful for all their help.
After all this good news of additions to our Notting Hill "family", we must now say goodbye to our
leavers: Mrs Monica Eady, our IT and Science Technician, left us last September after eleven and a half
years to work as Network Manager in the School of Law at the Inns of Court. She was replaced by Mr
Sandip Patel who joins us after working for a pharmaceutical company. Miss Vicky Hodgson leaves us
after a year in the History department, to move out of London due to changes in her personal
circumstances and we wish her all the best for the future. She has been replaced by Mrs Butcher from
Nonsuch High School, Surrey. Mrs Ann-Catherin Thompson, our part-time Religious Studies teacher
for the past four years, leaves us because there has been a temporary reduction in the subject's
requirements but will still continue to teach at the American School, Uxbridge. Miss Liz Rowe leaves
us after four years to become an accompanist for the National Opera Company and she will be replaced
by Mrs Jane Phillips, Mr Phillips' wife. Miss Jane Butterfield has decided that she wishes to be able to
spend more time with her family, both here and in the North. Miss Butterfield has been with us for
four years and, in that time, she has raised the profile of Geography in the school and increased the
numbers significantly. She has made a real contribution to the success of the school and we will all
miss her. Her replacement is Miss Sally Cohen from the Heathland School, Hounslow.
Now we have to come to the very sad news of the departure of Mrs Veronica Evans, our Head of
Classics. After 24 years, it is very hard to contemplate the school without her - she will be a real loss to
us all. It is well-known that Mrs. Evans pursues the highest possible standards in the classroom and
she is no less exacting in the standards she sets herself. She is a renowned expert of the cryptic
crossword and her success at our Quiz Night is legendary. It is impossible to believe that she is
retiring, as she is so lively, energetic and enthusiastic. We are so very fortunate to have had the
experience of working with her and, although as a teacher she is being replaced, as a person she cannot
ever be replaced Ms Rosalind Bailey, from Haberdashers' Aske's, has the unenviable task of taking
over as Head of Classics in September.
As you all are aware, Mrs Whitfield was diagnosed with cancer in January and, since then, has had
treatment, both as an in-patient and out-patient. She is now out of hospital, is feeling very well and is
pleased at the progress of her treatment. We have been in constant contact and she has been kept upto-date on all the events and activities of the school, so that when she returns, she will have missed
nothing.
We end on a happy note with our news about two staff marriages. Miss Hart married during summer
half-term and she returned as Mrs Baker. Miss Daly is to marry in August and her new name will be
Mrs Whyte. We wish them many congratulations and much happiness for the future.
It has been a very mixed year for us all, having to cope with some extremely difficult events but the
staff at Notting Hill & Ealing have risen to all their challenges, both personal and professional, and we
congratulate them all.
Lynne Ashley June 1996
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Mrs Veronica Anstey Evans
Spending her first eighteen years in Doncaster, cold, damp, with a landscape of slagheaps,
drove Veronica Evans to a conviction that life had to be warmer, lovelier and more exciting in the
south. So here she headed to start university life at Queen Mary College. Her dramatic and musical
talents began to blossom as she lead the chorus in a local operatic production and meanwhile worked
hard to earn a good degree. In her PGCE year at Cambridge she was to relish the asset of her window
with its free viewing of international cricket matches and to enjoy those long busy days of postgraduate study, before the classroom took its hold as her focus for the next thirty-eight years.
Stevenage Grammar School girls were her first enthusiastic students in both the Classics and
Drama. Mrs Evans (as Mrs Anstey) spent 10 very happy years here before moving to Twickenham
County Grammar School for girls. The rise of the comprehensive system was obviously squeezing out
the Classics; it was time to taste the delights of the independent sector. So Veronica Evans was to
arrive at her destiny - NHEHS - in 1972.
Here she found the pupils all so friendly, her colleagues so congenial, the Classics thriving
under her deft leadership, that she was to stay on, too happy to leave. Love of the school and the life
within it has prompted her to jointly produce two operas, perform in a number of staff shows, and
become a long standing member of the madrigal choir with which she has travelled abroad several
times. She took school parties to Greece and Italy and ensured that the Classics stayed alive, healthy
and thriving - to the enjoyment of all who have been taught by her, or had the pleasure to teach
alongside her. She will be sorely missed, but we wish her many new challenges as she enjoys her
retirement.

SAA

JANE BUTFERFIELD
Jane came to Notting Hill four years ago and for the past three years has been the Head of the
Geography Department. During that time she has stamped the department with her bright energetic
style and bounding enthusiasm. A new popular 'A' level syllabus has been introduced and girls
throughout the school have enjoyed her lively, contemporary teaching style. She has organised
memorable fieldtrips to Maiham Tarn and Swanage: as a consummate professional she was able to
organise beach transects at Durdle Door for 60 girls in both blazing sunshine and howling gales. She
is famed among girls and staff for a deep, passionate love of chocolate cake and it amazes us all how
she retains a model's figure despite all the calories! Jane and her husband are now the proud parents
of Freddie and she is leaving the school to be able to spend more time with her family. We wish her
the very best for the future.
G.P.

1.On either side the corridor lie
Long rows of notice boards on high
That line the wall and meet the sky,
And past classrooms the way runs by
To many - postered, famed Room XII.
And up and down the girls do go
Grazing where the posters show
The way that Classics ought to go
The glory of Room XII.
5. Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
To hear "Th' Accusative must follow 'ad'!"
Or those who gave up Latin , sad,
Or Headmistress in black gown clad
Goes by and passes famed Room XII.
And sometimes they the window through
Here 'euge !' rarely 'eheu!'
She hath all loyal girls and trueThe Lady of Room XII.

2. Pupils blossom, some do quiver
Little Year 7's gasp and shiver,
Hearing her 'Latin forever!'
They'll believe her, doubt her never
Flowing down to famed Room XII.
Four bright walls and four black blinds
Overlook expanding minds.
Mysteries of old Rome unwinds
The lady of Room XII.

6. With her projector she delights
To show Greece and Rome's ancient sights
[flared trousers, hat, too hot for tights]
'That's it, girls ! Now put on the lights
i]i do the blinds in my Room XII'
Or when the blinds get stuck o'erhead
And day-long darkness threatened
'I am half sick of shadows, 'said
The lady of Room XII.

3. 'Separate desks !' If only you
Would look at endings! 'What I do
Is get up early !' 'Some of you
Don't know what hard work is !' How true The aphorisms of Room XII!
But who hath seen her wave her hand?
Or at the blackboard seen her stand?
Or is she known in all the land?
The Lady of Room XII.

7. She left the school, she left the room,
And we are left in gloom and doom.
She'll make her garden in Guildford bloom
She'll flowers grow and weeds exhume.
Her spirit soaring from Room XII
Will fly beyond, float far and wide;
Girls past and present unified
Cry 'Thanks to her, Rome never died! The lady of Room XII.'

4. At the start of everyday
She 'Salvete !', they 'Salve !'
She has heard a whisper say
'We love Latin, can we stay
Much, much longer in Room XII?'
She knows not when the bell may be
Because she teacheth brilliantly,
And little other care hath she
The lady of Room XII.

MS
[With apologies to Alfred, Lord Tennyson.] - [The Lady of Shalott]
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In Memory of Katherine Mynors
Katherine Mynors died on 20th February after a year-long battle against bone cancer.
Throughout this time she was determined to attend school for as long as possible, and could
often be seen participating in all the usual activities characteristic of school life. Her funeral,
held at St. Mary's Church in Ealing, was attended by over four hundred people, including
many of her friends and teachers from Notting Hill. To date, over £2,500 has been donated to
the Teenage Cancer Trust and many contributions have been made in other ways. At school, a
magnolia tree has been planted on the lawn in memory of Kate, with a drift of snowdrops
underneath, which will flower each year at the same time she died.

WHY?
You had to go, we don't know why
the years passed, your life went by.
You took each day just as it came,
each was different, never the same.
You seemed so happy, never down,
we don't think we ever saw you frown.
You overcame the pain and tears,
but then came along the greatest of fears.
We knew that you were very ill,
but we didn't realise it would kill.
It started to get better, but then it got worse.
We thought it wasn't as bad at first.

Memories Of Kate
I remember when we would take it in turns to
borrow her crutches and have races against her.
We'd be on crutches and she would be hopping,
and she won every single time, because we
couldn't use crutches very well!

Then reality came into light,
we knew that you had lost the fight.
A fight that you'd fought for so long,
always being brave and strong.

I will always remember her
happy, smiling face.
When I met Kate for the first time and asked her
What she liked, she said, "Frogs, frogs and kermit.
That just about sums me up!"

When finally it came to the end,
we knew we had lost a very dear friend.
We'll never forget that fateful day,
when we found that you had passed away.

I remember that even when she
knew she was going to die, she still
kept learning her spellings.

We want to say a special goodbye,
we want to say it eye to eye.
We want to say this one more line;
"we want to see you one more time."

/ T#11N*' SHE WAS EXTREMELY BRAVE

Goodbye. We miss you.
Anon.

Jesus said, I am the resurrection, and the life. Those who believe in me will
have life even if they die, and everyone who lives and believes in me will never
John llvv2S,26
die.
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I remember her bright
red cheeks and large
smile just after she
had flown over the
horse in gym with
one leg.

Mrs Lyon had been part of our community for two years without being
bothered by any member of the magazine committee, but this could not
last - her time had come! A representative pesterer was sent out to
discover just what lay behind the authoritative 'Senior Library' sign
and an array of embarrassing photos of year 12

Where were you before you came to Notting lull?
I have worked in libraries in Lusaka and Manila. My previous job in England was in Heston Community
School where I ran the school's library. My own daughter came to Notting Hill - she left in 1992.
What present facilities are available for students in the library?
The senior and junior libraries have just been fused together to make reference easier. Aside from books
we currently have two CD ROMs which pupils can use. The various programmes include encyclopaedic
discs, university discs which enable sixth formers to have a 'virtual tour' around different universities,
special interest discs, for example, opera for music students and a new driving programme which has
become very popular with six lowers currently taking their tests. We also have access to the Internet and a
few people have been sending E-mail. At the moment surfing the net is allowed only for sixth form and
costs 5 pence a minute.
What are your plans for 1996/7?
At the moment I'm trying to organise a library committee so that girls can have a say in what they want in
the library. Initially it will only be sixth form, but eventually I hope to have representatives from every
year. We've ordered more books for Theatre Studies, poetry, Government and Politics and Geography. We
are also expecting two extra CD ROMs and a new computer system complete with terminal for the longawaited zapper. Internet lessons will be available for sixth formers interested in a trial half hour surfing
the net.
And in the long term?
Ultimately when the sixth form block is knocked down to make way for a swimming pool, all the different
libraries will be integrated together and moved to the main building. When the GPDST becomes
connected to the Internet then this facility should be available to all. Our aim is to have about twelve
computers in the library which students can use.
How do you see the role of libraries in the future?
Although junior encyclopaedic books will probably all be put on disc, A-level books will still be needed
because they are simply too detailed. Libraries themselves will probably become more apart of lessons with
pupils being sent off to study on their own. This will encourage independence which is essential in
modern times and is something that universities are looking for more and more.
Sophie Fiach 6L
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Classics Dinner
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In October I asked a friend if she would like to come to a formal dinner for Classics students at
Haberdashers' Aske's School. She looked mildly interested until I told her that it was on a
Saturday and she hurriedly backed away.
In due course about nine sixth-formers, nervous and in our very best clothes, met two
teachers and two husbands at Mrs. Evans' house. We split into three cars for the drive to Elstree.
We were greeted in the extremely imposing atrium (!) and stood around shyly until we had
consumed a small glass of sherry or in some cases two! As we moved into the dining room
(known as the Old Refectory) we were a little disappointed to discover that we had been placed
together. We had hoped to be a bit more spread out so we could meet some classicists from other
schools, but we were relieved that the teachers were at the other end of the table and so were
they!
The dinner was delicious with a menu including Pan Fried Cajun Chicken and Wild Rice
or Provencale Nut Wellington. We were given printed menus which indicated the formality of the
occasion with the terrifying footnote "It is the custom at a formal dinner, not to leave the table
between Grace and Loyal Toast". We also learnt to our cost that "coffee and mints" means
coffee, and not tea! The speech was on the carvings on the Parthenon, and made me long to visit
Greece to see the temple for myself.
We all had a lovely evening and I would like to thank Mrs. Evans and Mrs. Ashby (as
well as their respective husbands) for taking the time to drive us there and back.
Jenny Moran, Year 13
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The Bacchae
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For the avid Greek-play-goer (a group that makes up in enthusiasm what it lacks in size) the
London festival of Greek drama has become an annual event. Recent years have seen the students
of King's and U.C.L performing the Agamemnon, Ajax, Thesmophoriazusae and in 1996
Euripides' Bacchae. Various groups of Notting Hill sixth-formers attended the performances
which took place between February 14 and 17, in the Bloomsbury theatre in Gordon Square. The
Bacchae is currently the set text for A-level Greek, and a number of Latin A-level students were
also keen (after a little prompting) to develop their knowledge of Dionysiac religion, particularly
as the Bacchae is an important source for Aeneid IV. The performance began with the Bacchae
running onto the stage, dressed rather curiously in large rainbow-coloured sacks. The rest of the
characters were dressed in modern costumes, and the choice of a sharp pin-striped suit for
Pentheus seemed most appropriate although the wisdom of retaining lines like "I will dress you
in linen robes, and put a band around your head" was questionable. I am used to reading the
Bacchae at the rate of thirty lines a week, and so it was strange but very satisfying to realise that
the play can actually be performed as a whole on stage. In fact, by cutting parts of the play (and
forgetting some of their lines) the cast managed to perfonn the whole thing in less than an hour. It
is to be hoped that this vigorous, if admittedly amateur, performance gave the audience a taster of
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Greek drama, and will encourage people to attend some of the other excellent events and
lectures which take place all year round at UCL.
Hannah Sullivan, Yr. 12
Virgil Conference
Aeneid IV is the set text for both the lower and upper sixth, and so we were all encouraged
to attend a one day Virgil conference, held on 25 January at the Commonwealth Institute.
The day consisted of four hour-long lectures, delivered by four very well-known Classicists.
In the morning we were keen to hear the formidably named Mr. Ian M le M Du Quesnay on
the subject of Dido and Aeneas, and the emphasis he placed on the literary antecedents to
Aeneid IV provided a fresh approach to our set text. By lunchtime the ground was covered
with snow, and in Arctic winds we marched up Kensington High Street looking for
somewhere to buy our lunch. Eventually we returned with sandwiches and sat outside the
lecture hail, trying to look like eager Virgilian scholars, rather than people surreptitiously
breaking the "no eating or drinking" rule. By the afternoon sessions the audience lured
away by the delights of Kensington High Street had dwindled remarkably. This was a pity
as David West gave a brilliant lecture on "Virgil as poet", with some amusing examples of
"ekphrasis" a digression). The next lecture, however, promised to be "ekphrasis" all the
way through, as the lecturer had prepared to speak on the wrong text! This excuse provided
the opportunity for some people to have a quiet nap, while others (no names) decided that it
would be a good moment to start their Latin homework. Some of the lecturers provided
interesting and useful handouts, and we all felt that the day had broadened our knowledge of
the Aeneid as a whole even the last lecturer gave us a lot of important historical
information. We would all like to thank Mrs. Evans for persuading us to part with £12 in he
name of culture, for arranging the trip, and for handing out the eminently loseable entrance
stickers.
Yr. 12 Latin group
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Wind Quartet
mab is watching through the branches
been
which frosted
have
by the passing
' of boreas.
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zephirus moistens the earth and hearts
of bulbs that hide beneath the soil
waiting for the shadow-caster
the fields are brushed with powder paint
E
ly red, immiscible, and the corn sings
to notus.
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eurus throws his sandy net
to gather the green-felt leaves, their blood
becomes papyrus.
Magda Ross and Hannah Sullivan, Yr. 12
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whether they were acting or watching
the plays. Thanks must go to Mrs.
Zahn and Mrs. Singer for organising
the event and scripting the plays.

'Advent jvart g
The German advent party involving
Years 7, 8, and 9, was held on the 1st
December 1995.
I thought the German afternoon
was good for introducing people to the
language and culture of Germany.
Even if you did not know the language
very well you could still join in with the
spirit of the event. We had not been
learning German very long, but were
still able to perform in German. With
well-known stories, it is usually the
action and the way things are said that
tells you what is going on, not
necessarily the language it is spoken in.
Because most people knew the stories
that were acted out, it was fairly easy
to understand them, and interesting to
hear them in a different language. I
think that it was just as easy to learn
the words in German as it would have
been in English.
The food and catering could
have been arranged a bit better, I
thought, as there was a very long
queue, and when you did get to the
front there was not much left.
However, it seemed as though
everyone enjoyed themselves a lot,

Jessica Booth Year 9
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FRANCAIS
(7retu!k 7,i 90- J/(t94theull
Here follows a brief (but riveting) account of our trip:
"interesting" but over relatively quickly. Alter
another two hour drive we arrived back at the
hotel and after having dinner we had a quiz
devised by Mr.Green (which incidentally our
team should have won). We then went to
sleep, well to bed actually.

FRIDAY 29T0 MARCH
Alter a seven hour journey, in which we met
our friendly coach driver, Dave, and our tour
guide Virgime (no jokes please), we arrived in
Montreuil. The village was of the small
picturesque type, though it seemed lacking in
the "life" department (spot the person comes
to mind). We were pleasantly surprised by our
rooms (even though ours was surrounded by
teachers and had worryingly thin walls). Alter
eating non-stop throughout the day, we still
had to swallow a 3-course meal while smiling
politely. "Lights out" was at 10:15 (?!) but of
course not realising we had lost an hour of
sleep we woke up next morning looking and
feeling dead.
SATURDAY

MONDAY iST APRIL
We spent the morning interviewing people
about jobs and family relationships and
playing some rather pathetic April's Fools
jokes (i.e. toothpaste under the door handle),
however we must have had some effect as the
teacher daren't get back at us. Alter lunch in
the La Grande Place, we went to the War
Museum which was better than expected,
though after watching "The Lark and The
Poppy", a film about Harry Fellows' diaries of
the 1st World War we returned to Montreull
feeling quite depressed. After dinner the
teachers tried to lift the mood by giving us free
time for a "night out on the town". This anticlimaxed when after ten minutes we realised
that Montreuil's night life was non-existent,
gave up, and went back to our rooms.

3()rii MARCH

We went outside to find that, on discovering
that we were residing in the village, the
weather had taken a drastic turn for the worst.
However after a calorie-packed breakfast we
all felt much better and went to the market to
interview the unsuspecting villagers on their
leisure and free time activities.
After lunch (no comment) we drove to the
baguette factory where we saw a
demonstration of bread and croissant making,
as well as a variety of insects also present for
the demonstration! We then got back on the
bus equipped for the journey with FREE
croissants and baguettes (we ignored the fact
that we'd already paid for them all). Alter
eating dinner, we drove to Beck-Sur-Plage for
the state of the art bowling - only eight lanes
and no computerised scoring: aaaaah, we had
to add up! We returned to the hotel to find we
were to lose yet another hour's sleep.
SUNDAY

TUESDAY ZND

Ai'nn.

We were generously allowed an extra ten
minutes to sleep for a "late" breakfast. Once
again, we interviewed in the morning, and
after eating, we travelled to a CHOCOLATE
factory - the highlight of the day. Its appeal
did not disappoint, as being surrounded by a
liquid fountain of chocolate and huge
arrangements (as well as a "freebie") was
enough to satisfy us.
Another comforting discovery of the afternoon
was that, contrary to popular belief, chocolate
is very good for you, since it has magnesium
and eases stress. We had our final dinner and
then packed. Everyone on the trip received a
prize consisting of chocolate, which was
promptly eaten.

31 Si' MARCH

We woke up extra early to go to a château.
After a prolonged two hour drive, due to the
fact we got lost, we arrived. The château was
interesting, though not so much after the first
half hour. We ate lunch and returned to the
Museum of Transport to see old carriages,
cars, bicycles and sledges. This too was

VII)NEsnAY :htl) APRIL
After waving a tearful goodbye we began our
journey home. Dave gave us an exciting tour
10

of French roundabouts, and we stopped to
stock up on chocolate at Cite Europe on the
way.
We would like to thank all the teachers for
remaining as sane as could be expected
throughout the week, and for organising a
great holiday, and far more importantly, an
educational experience for us.

Carla Calimani
Kajil Shah

L. K,

Un 2%prsø2%)'ISi en 5rance
Lejeudi 15 février 1996, il y avail un après-midi en France a l'Ccole de NHEHS, avec l'aide des
professeurs de français, et bien sflr des dlèves! Ii a commence a 4 heures de l'après-midi, et a fini vers
6 heures. Les parents sont arrives pour voir leurs enfants. Ii y avait des chansons, des spectacles, et
une très bonne crêperie. L'après-midi a commence avec la classe de premiere qui a chanté "Chanson
Pour Auvergnat" (une chanson de Brassens).
Puis, les classes de 4ème (premiere langue) ont fait des pièces de thdâtre aussi:
Groupe 1: "Ciné-Club" (une pièce d'horreur)
Groupe 2: "La Nouvelle Maison de Jeunes"
Ensuite la classe de 4ème (26me langue) a fait une chanson très drOle-"Pas de College"
Après ça, les classes de 56me ont fait des pièces de théâtre aussi:
Groupe 1: "Les Trois Boucs"
Groupe 2: "Cendrillon"
Puis. pour finir, les classes de 66me ont chantd de belles chansons:
Groupe 1: "Le Port, C'est Loin?"
Groupe 2: "Au Jardin de Chez Nous"
Puis les parents et les dlèves sont allds a la cantine pour manger des crêpes, et après ça, tout a
tini jusqu'à l'année prochaine.
Monika Protasiewicz
Roodabeh Ajdani

JkA
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SPANISH FIESTA
modernised version of Cinderella in
Spanish. The ugly sisters wore bright
miniskirts, silver socks, lime green and
bright pink makeup, and strange
hairstyles. Instead of a ballroom gown,
Cinderella was given a trendy shining
dress, and instead of classical music at
the ball, they all boogied to strains of
'Saturday Night'.
At the end of the Fiesta, Marisa
Elliot announced the three lucky
winners of the Spanish quiz. Thanks
must go to Señora Gerlis and all who
took part in the Fiesta for such an
enjoyable afternoon.

On Friday 5th July, those who were
studying Spanish in Years 7 to 9, took
part in a lively Spanish Fiesta - a show
including plays and a song in Spanish,
as well as food in the form of Spanish
'tapas' (snacks).
Marisa Elliot introduced the
Fiesta to the audience in Spanish, then
translated it into English. The first
performers were a group of around
twenty nervous Year 7's with flowers
in their hair, who were about to sing
'Clavelitos' ('Carnations').
Unfortunately, Erica Brugman was
unable to play the guitar, due to it
being out of tune. Roisin Wood was
ill, leaving Ella Beese to sing both her
own solo part and Roisin's. Despite all
the set backs, the audience enjoyed the
song (with the advantage of the fact
that any mistakes would probably not
be noticed by the mainly non-Spanish
speaking parents). Helena Druttman
was on the piano and the singers were
playing tambourines. Ella Beese sang
very, very well, though she was
relieved when the performance was
over!
Year 8 were the next on,
performing Snow White in Spanish.
The resulting play was very enjoyable
and amusing, especially the seven
dwarves moving around on their knees
singing, "Hi-ho, hi-ho....". After the
play, the audience went down to the
dining room to eat tortilla, and to drink
non-alcoholic sangria. Many of them
also filled in a quiz on Spain.
After tea, Year 9 beginners
performed Little Red Riding Hood,
depicting a rather vain Red Riding
Hood and a thin but fierce wolf. The
other half of Year 9 then performed a

Meera Ladwa 7H
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ENGLISH
The English department has been busy this year. Blot and Junior Blot have both continued with their
usual success, and this year has seen the arrival of Blot 10 and 11. The fiction library is going strong,
continually updating its already wide range of books for all years and tastes.
There have also been many outside workshops and events under the auspices of the English
department. Year S have been to visit A Comedy of Errors at the Regents Park theatre, while Year 9
saw The Importance of Being Earnest at The Old Vic. The English department have also arranged
for several productions to come into the school, such as The Poet's Wife and a performance of
Chaucer's Wife of Bath's Prologue and Tale for years 12 and 13. There has also been a Shakespeare
workshop for Year 7s.
The English department would like to congratulate Eleanora Bryant for her great success in the
W.H.Smith's Young Writers Competition. The competition is open to pupils all across the country
and Eleanora has won one of the top awards. Those girls who took part in the GCSE Master Class
also deserve congratulations as Notting Hill girls won all three of the competitions open to them.
The following are articles on just a few of the events the English department took part in this year,
and we look forward to an equally packed time table next year.

A Workshop on The Merchant Of Venice

The Poet's Wife

On the 15th of November year 7 visited the
Orange Tree Theatre to see a workshop on
Shakespeare's play "The Merchant Of
Venice".
Shakespeare was the Steven Spielberg of his
time with a plasticine like imagination so that
he could mould an idea into an exciting and
dramatic play.
"Hello!" said the actors as we sat around the
stage. There were five people who did the
workshop. They were quite young, with a
pretty good idea of what our generation
wanted, and a good sense of humour as they
talked to us before the play began. They were
the sort of people who you could have a great
chat with, and even if you were the most
boring person on Earth they'd still laugh with
you. They looked as though they enjoyed life
generally.
The beginning was absolutely fantastic! It
drew your attention straight away: Three
people were drunk and having a laugh. They
were falling over, tripping each other and
throwing a beer around.
The actors expressed their emotions very
clearly and the whole thing was absolutely
wonderful. The scenes of lust betrayal and
hatred were acted as if they were really
happening.
There were also some funny parts too which
made people laugh more than at Noel
Edmonds.

Earlier this year the English
department arranged for the play
"The Poet's Wife" to be performed
at Notting Hill. The play had been
written by Susannah Carver, who
had also done the design for it and
played the main character. The
play was based on the life of the
poet Samuel Coleridge, and
written from the point of view of
his wife. It was a historical play,
but it dealt also with the his family
life and the emotions which caused
him to write such imaginative
poetry.
Year 12 English students were
studying Coleridge at the time, and
the play provided them with an
excellent crash course on his
background. It was also enjoyable
for the other girls and parents who
came.
It was not only an informative
evening but very enjoyable. The
Lower Sixth English group would
especially like to thank the English
Department for organising the
evening, and Susannah Carver for
bringing her production to the
school.
By Charlotte Hosken Yr. 12

Aleksandra Herbich, 7N
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GCSE Master Class

Rounders In The Playground

There were thirty of us
Standing on the tennis courts,
With a bat and a ball and two team captains.
One little girl stood alone on the outside.
"You can't play-game's started", we said.
So she watched. She watched us run,
She watched us jump and catch and throw
And she saw us fight and argue.
Until he got bored. Bored of looking
And hearing us get angry and hot.
So she went to play with the other non-friends.
Figures in the corner-pale but defiant,
Determined to hide how crumpled they were.
But the game continued noisily
Until the bell rang for lessons.
Then we went inside and carried on.
Because nothing unusual had happened.

The GCSE English master class took place on June 24th at
Westminster Central Hall in London. We attended, along with around
600 other year 10 students and their English teachers.
We learnt about script writing for Eastenders, and about the theatre in
Shakespeare's day how to write a feature article for a teenage
magazine what we need to do to "Get That Grade". As well as this we
were entertained by the poet Wendy Cope and given advice on how to
write poetry. The final presentation was a number of film versions of
the opening chapter of "Jane Eyre" and a talk about how each captured
(or not!) the essence of the novel.
In the programme we were given, we were surprised and proud to see
that Isabel McMullen, Jo Davies and Sarah Hilary-Jones had won the
competitions we had all been able to enter. In the way of a reward they
had their entertaining pieces of work printed as well as receiving prizes
from lecturers during the day. Jo's article "I'm not just a blond bimbo"
will be published in July's issue of "Just Seventeen".
The day was really enjoyable and inspiring (as well as exhausting!!).
Now we await our GCSE's where we can put all this advice to the test.
Kira Baum Yr. 10

Isabel McMullan Year 10
One of the GCSE Master Class winning entries.

Junior Blot
Junior Blot takes place on Friday lunch times. We do lots of different
things in Junior Blot, like creative Blots which involve an anonymous
piece being read out to us, and we have to make comments about it.
Some of the work which we wrote for Blot was read out in assembly.
It's nice to hear the things other people have written, and discuss our
own work. Also, we sometimes have debates where there are two
groups that each have totally different points of view on a subject.
They each make their arguments to the chairman. We also discuss
books, which we have read, and get lots of suggestions about authors
to read.
I enjoy it very much, and look forward to it. It has been great fun, and
I recommend anyone who likes reading comes along! We would like
to thank Miss Myers and Mrs Bray for all their work.
By Justine Naguib and Alexandra Dymock Yr. 7

Blot
This year Blot has had a lapse, if that would be the right word to use, with dwindling
numbers of those attending regularly. The faithful few, however (and they know who
they are) have kept the literary society going. The divine flame of literature will
hopefully be re-ignited due to the setting up of Blot 10-11, which has proved a great
success, and the advent of a new breed of Blot members from year 12. This year we
have had debates on subjects such as religious symbolism and whether film is the new
form of literature, as well as the annual Christmas Blot and a couple of Creative Blots,
where the girls' creative writing was discussed. Thanks must go to Mr. Dace,
Mrs.Myers and Mrs.Bray for their support, giving up their time to run the society.
Magda Ross 12s
14

Year 7 Trip to Battle Abbey, Pevensey Castle and Battlefield
On the morning of Wednesday the 18th of October,
all of year 7 came to school a little earlier to go on
their history trip. We were allowed to wear our
own clothes, which was a relief to all.
We got onto the two buses and waited
impatiently for the journey to begin, one which was
two hours long, but which was made bearable due
to the walkmans many of us had brought along.
Others played cards or read magazines to pass the
time.
Our first stop was Battle Abbey and the
Battlefield. We were led around on a tour of the
battlefield and were also given worksheets. We
had to take the Norman route going up the hill to
give us some idea of how hard the battle must have
been for the Normans. There were posts on the
field describing the events which took place there
during the famous battle. When we got to the top
of the hill we had to climb over a fence and up a
very steep cliff. We then arrived at a spot near the
monastery, where we would later have our lunch,
but not until we had visited Battle Abbey. There
was little inside except for remains of walls,
columns and fireplaces, but the acoustics were
amazing.

Everything was stone and if you climbed onto the
ruins you had an excellent view of the treesurrounded battlefield. Mrs. Patterson was always
explaining where we were, so we remained within
earshot. After lunch, we trailed off to see a video
about the story of Battle Abbey and the battle of
1066. It was very emotional with powerful music
that made your bones crackle. Then came the best
part: the shop! Everyone bought something.
Then we went back to the bus and drove
to Pevensey Castle. I got stuck on the bus, but
managed to get out again, thankfully. The castle
was surrounded by a green, slimy trench. Inside
the castle grounds was another shop, with many
goodies. We were allowed to explore the castle
ruins by ourselves.
A French group also visiting the castle
then began to annoy us , but eventually left us
alone. We enjoyed Pevensey a lot. Its walls made
of stone were really cold in the wings, with very
narrow windows where arrows were shot out from
in the past. Eventually the time came to leave
All of the places we visited belong to the
English Heritage, and I think they are doing an
excellent job of preserving them.
Alexandra Herbich 7N
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Year 8 Trip to the Houses of Parliament
On Tuesday, the 6th February, year 8 tramped
across the freshly fallen snow and piled into the
coaches, which were characteristically late. We
then embarked on what was to be one of the longest
trips into central London ever. Because of the little
snow which had fallen during the night, the traffic
in and around London had come to a standstill. It
took us an hour just to reach the Houses of
Parliament, a trip which usually takes less than half
that.
The excitement mounted when we were
all searched, especially when the odd key would set
off the alarm. We split into groups and were given
our tour, which began by walking through the
Norman Porch, through which the Queen walks at
the state opening of Parliament. We all saw the
death warrant of Charles the First, with the
signatures and wax seals of Oliver Cromwell and
John Bradshaw.

Everybody was surprised by the actual size of both
the House of Lords, and the House of Commons;
they are both much smaller than they seem on
television. I think we were all tempted to sit on the
leather benches, but the warnings of our guides and
the forbidding looks on the faces of the policemen
around us restrained us.
The day was concluded by meeting Harry
Greenway, our Ealing MP. We had been told
beforehand, that because of the snow we were
going to have to miss out on the second half of our
trip - a visit to the Undercraft Museum. So ended
one of the shortest school trips ever, but one with
two record coach journeys. We came back to
school at 1.15 p.m., but had to stay in school until
3.05 p.m.. I think what stuck in our minds the
most was how 2 cm of snow could paralyse a city
completely.
Catriona Maclay SN

Year 9 Trip to Ironbride.

On Thursday, 28th September, year 9 arrived early at school, ready for the long coach journey to lronbridge in
Telford that awaited us. After eventually reaching our destination, we got off the coach, on arrival at the
Ironbridge Museum. Having viewed the historical display of the Iron Bridge itself, and the town that developed
around it, we were taken to see a short film about the Bridge, and the places of interest to see around the area.
Having learnt so much about Iron Bridge, we decided that it was about time that we actually visited
this 19th Century marvel. We took photographs and admired the Bridge as we crossed it, and brought souvenirs
from the toll-house. We then had time to wander around the winding streets of this very picturesque and historic
village and admired the traditional shops.
We then climbed up onto the coach again, and travelled a reasonably short distance to Coalport China
Museum. Here, we had lunch, looked around the interesting 19th Century furnaces and work-shops, and
admired the china on display.
For many people, Blist's Hill was perhaps the highlight of the day, as we took a step back in time, to a
Victorian village where we experienced life as it was during the last century. After entering the village, we
changed our pounds and pennies into farthings and shillings, and then began wandering around the village, and
visited the old fashioned shops. The chemists had an amazing display of medicinal herbs, poisons and cosmetics.
At the doctor's, we were given advice on how to cure colds and ear aches the Victorian way. Many people
bought traditional candles at the candle-makers, and plaques at the plasterers. The coal mine and wrought
ironworks were very interesting, and the butchers, confectioners and fairground were definitely enjoyed. The
atmosphere in the village was amazing, and just as it would have been during the 19th Century.
We arrived back at school in the evening, after a long, tiring, interesting but undoubtedly enjoyable
trip. Thanks must be given to the history department for organising the trip, and to all of the teachers who came
with us, without whom this trip would not have been possible.
Susanna Jarvis 9E
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Ypres 1995
On Friday 15th September, at the very dark hour of
5 am., we left Ealing for the small Belgian town of
Ypres.
Our first stop in sunny Belgium was the
Essex Farm Cemetery. Here over 1,000 white
headstones stand in ordered rows, marking the final
resting places of many soldiers, both known and
unknown. In one grave lies the body of a boy who
was just 15 years old when killed by a shell. The
next cemetery we visited was a German one. On
entering this particular cemetery one notices how
much gloomier it is, shaded by many trees, with
black grave plaques, and the flowerbed marking the
mass grave rambling with thick, dark bushes.
In the afternoon we visited the town of
Ypres. During the Second World War it was
destroyed completely, but has now been rebuilt. By
the river stands the Menin Gate, a huge arch built
in 1927 to commemorate those who fell in battle in
the Ypres area. On it are 54,896 names of men

from the British Empire, We then visited the war
museum in the town centre.
Our next stop was at Sanctuary Wood and
Hill 62, which are both a section of the front line,
trenches included. We were able to walk through
the trenches and tunnels there, which gave one a
slight idea of the smell and cramped conditions the
soldiers fighting here had to live in. We saw old
war slides, showing horrific images of dying men,
some of whose injuries were so horrendous we
wondered why they hadn't been killed instantly.
The last stop off before our journey back
to England was Tyne Cot Cemetery. It was moving
to imagine each grave representing a soldier, not to
mention all the missing men whose bodies were
never found. What remains with me the most are
the conditions in which the men lived and died, and
the thousands who perished, but whose names are
'known only unto God'.

Sixth Form History Conference
On Monday the 25th of March, about 40 sixth form history students went to a history conference at Reading
University. When we all finally arrived, despite the confusion over which coach company had actually been
booked, we split up into year 12 and year l 3. Year 13 were herded into a lecture about revising for A-level
history - just what we didn't need to be reminded about 3 months before the exams.
The medieval history lectures were quite interesting, although a boys' school who seemed to be doing
our course contrived to make us feel completely inferior by asking ridiculously erudite questions.
At lunchtime we discovered the delicious chocolate fudge cake found in the Reading JCR. The finding
of the right coach on the way back was a bit complicated - the vehicles seemed to multiply in an unprecedented
manner! Eventually we all made it to the right coach - even the teachers! - and travelled back to Ealing to the
sounds of Blur and Oasis
Jenny Moran Year 13
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GEOGJZAPHY
Year 10 Trip To Swanage
On the 26th April Year 10 travelled to
Swanage for their G.C.S.E. geography
field trip. The coach Journey was
never ending, and both staff and pupils
were happy for the opportunity to
stretch their legs when we finally
arrived at Corfe Castle. Little did the
unsuspecting Year lOs realise that we
would soon be forced to climb to the
very top of this "mountain". After
taking panoramic photographs of the
surrounding village from the hilt's
summit, we descended, to conduct our
questionnaires about the Corfe Castle
bypass in the village. Certain
members of the group enjoyed this
more than others as they were assisted
in their endeavours by a fellow group
of male geographers from Newcastle!
After an eventful afternoon - mainly
spent admiring the impressive scenery,
and buying as many ice-creams as
possible - we arrived at our
accommodation. To avoid being rude,
let's just say that it did not live up to
expectations

of a five star hotel! The curtains
looked nice though! That night our
main aim was to keep the teachers
awake for as long as possible.
However, a certain teacher got his
revenge by banging on all the bedroom
doors at four o'clock the next
morning! We were not happy!
The following day we visited the
seaside town of Swanage in order to
map out the land use of the area, and
had the chance to admire the wide
range of buckets and spades on offer.
They would have been useful later on
when we did a beach profile and
measured longshore drift (using
tangerines!) at the beach at Durdle
Door - some of us forgot we were
mature G.C.S.E. students, and ended
up paddling in the warm sea. After a
great day we faced the long journey
home, ready to complain to our
families about all the coursework we
would have to do, but not forgetting
the excellent time we had all had!
Chuen Wai Lee, iON
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YEAR 12 GEOGRAPHY FIELD TRIP
When the geography department announced that we were spending five days in the
middle of nowhere there were the usual moans of "What .... no pub?! We're all going
to die!". However, when we finally arrived at Flatford Mill - after a train journey
spent indulging in intellectual persuits , such as reading "More" - we were pleasantly
surprised. The cottage we stayed in was cramped, but comfortable (although not
devoid of spiders), and it was generally agreed that the food was delicious - even
better than school dinners!
Over the five day period we astounded Mrs.Philips by actually managing to
cram a term's worth of work into our heads. The first day was spent at the beach
taking beach profiles and assessing the effects of sea level rise. Unfortunately,
sunbathing was impossible in the Arctic conditions. Day two consisted of a study of
village communities, but Year 12 had more fun studying the cakes in Dedham's sole
tea shop! The place certainly lived up to its name! On the third day we investigated
woodland ecosystems, and measured the width of tree trunks (which we could all see
the significance of !) amongst the earwigs and beetles. We all dreaded the final day.
Rivers! Although one person managed to fall in (we'll mention no names) , the main
excitement centered around the competition to see whose stick could flow fastest
along four feet of water! The work was hard, but to be honest, most of us enjoyed
"getting back to nature"- taking ten mile hikes through fields of killer cows, falling
in muddy holes, getting soaked, and eventually losing our minds!
On the journey home we discussed the merits of the "Furze Platter's" - the
school that had "accompanied" us. Here, a special mention must be made of James
and his infamous cups of tea! We had a brilliant time, but we were all glad to return
to the comforting arms of "the big city".
Stephanie Cable, Year 12
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Christian Union

The Jewish Society

This year has seen Christian Union
grow in size and strength . We meet
each week and discuss controversial
issues relevant to the way we live today
We lived life to the maximum at our
Christmas party which was well
attended.
As a group, we have learnt a lot
through Kate Mynors. Her bravery
throughout her battle with cancer was
admired by us all and she was one of
our most committed members. Her
death taught us a lot and brought us all
closer together as new friendships were
formed.
We all hope that we will
continue to be a stong group
throughout the next year. Oh, by the
way, Christian Union would welcome
new faces at any time.
Eleanor Johnson 12D and Seyi
Soremekun, 12A

The Jewish Society continues to meet
every Friday morning between 8.30am
and 9.00am in the cosy surroundings of
the career's library in the sixth form
block. In only its second year, we have
invited the chairwoman of Ealing's
branch of the Women's International
Zionist Organisation, we have watched
many topical videos and have had a
variety of discussions on both Jewish
and secular subjects. This year's
highlight was the successful (and
yummy!) "Bagel Brunch" which was
surprisingly popular.
A committed group of Jewish girls
from years seven to thirteen, who come
from both practising and non-practising
families, regularly come each week. We
would love to see you there as well!
Sarah Jacobs 13D

+
+

•
l
•
l
fit

fl

9

''''•''

I

IIIIi

/ ''

'If '' ;

I

iiII

iiI1

Sixth Form RS Conference
On Wednesday the 13th March the sixth form RS students met at Ealing Broadway
station and, having waited for the inevitable latecomer, set out for the Society of Friends
Meeting House in Euston. A general feeling of awe abounded as today was the day when
we would hear first-hand Dr Peter Vardy.
Professor Vardy, philosophical debater and author of every RS student's bible "The
Puzzle of God", was to speak on the Argument from Design and Utilitarianism. We
arrived - late- having met up with the other half of the party who had decided to use a
different underground line, and shuffled sheepishly into the back of the hail.
Having pondered the question of religious language with Dr Fry we waited for the
moment when Vardy would appear. At one o'clock he entered the hail, complete with
compulsory professor attire of knitted multi-coloured jumper and slacks, and proceeded to
take us through the pitfalls of utilitarianism : are the only right actions those which
increase human pleasure? - and just what is "Bentham's Hedonistic Calculus"?
Dr Vardy's second lecture was on the Argument From Design. This states that the
world around us shows sign of order, therefore it must have been designed, therefore God
exists. Fair enough, but are we as Kant suggests, enforcing design on a basically chaotic
world? The plot thickens. We sat enthralled and later managed a few words with the man
himself. The result of this special experience can be seen in our autographed copy of his
book in the senior library.
The conference was certainly a mind-expanding experience, although it probably left us
with more questions than answers and even more confused than when we started. It has
given rise to a school of thought among the six lowers commonly referred to as 'vardiism'.
We look forward to hearing him again next year.
Sophie Flach 6L
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YEAR TEN RS TRIP
Our day started at 8:45 when four of us met at school and were driven (by our
designated driver, Mr Green) to Haven Green Baptist Church. The other three
members of our somewhat select RS group were waiting there. We were given a
talk by the Minister - quite a privilege, Mrs Geary-Jones assured us, as the talk was
usually given by the Church's administrator. The talk was very interesting, making
many points hitherto unknown to us as we do not study the Baptists in detail. The
Minister gave a successful lecture and a good start to the day.
From the church, Mr Green drove swiftly on to the West London Synagogue.
The entrance hall seemed surprisingly business-like to those of us who had not
visited it before. About an hour later, and slightly saturated with Judaism, a
welcome word was uttered by the guide: "Refreshments" we heard her say.Soon
after this break, we headed back to the mini-bus and continued on our journey.
On arriving at Golders Green the parking problem soon became apparent
(an idea for Geography course work?). We were approaching a synagogue and
Mrs Geary-Jones said, "There's a through-road here".
"Right," said Mr Green, "I'll go in."
But was there a through-road? No. There was, in fact, only an extremely grumpy
man who rushed over to us as soon as we entered the car park. Mr Green was just
turning round when the man reached the mini-bus.
"You can't come in here," he spluttered. "ft's private property'.
"Yes," Mr Green replied amiably. "I know. I was just turning round. I thought it was
a through road".
"Everyone says that and everyone knows it isn't", said the man getting annoyed.
"It was a mistake", said Mr Green getting more annoyed.
"You didn't see the gates?" the man said sarcastically.
"No, I told you, I thought it was a through-road".
"I don't believe that," said the man. "Everyone does this."
"Yes, mate," said Mr Green through gritted teeth. "Maybe, but I've told you already
that I made a mistake".
And with that he drove us away, our knight in shining armour, protecting us from the
wrath of the grumpy man and valiantly resisting the temptation to punch him in the
jaw. While Mr Green fumed, Mrs Geary-Jones looked distinctly uncomfortable.
Mr Green dropped us off and went to find a place to park. We went to shop
for our lunch and look at the shops of religious interest. After we'd brought our
bagels (pronounced in an interesting French accent by Cherine), we met back at
the mini-bus. From Golders Green we went to perhaps the most interesting site of
the trip - Mr Green's flat. Here we ate lunch in his garden and looked at his
wedding photographs.
We went lastly to the Jewish Museum in Camden. This had a lot to live up to
after the excitement of seeing Mr Green's flat, and it did. We watched two videos
(which, we all agreed,were perhaps not Oscar winners). After the first video we
were handed some worksheets and proceeded to fill them in - or not as the case
may be.
We would all like to thank Mrs Geary-Jones and Mr Green for allowing us out
of the asylum for one day and for making it so interesting. Oh, and because I have
never known a department that doesn't like a plug, I would like to stress that the
joys and excitements of this trip will only be yours if you take GCSE RS.
Katharine Wolf YrlO
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MA~THS
THE Pt CLUB
For the last year Pi
Club has become THE
place to be seen on a
Friday lunch-time if
you're in years 7 and 8.
Clubbers gather in
room 16 with compere
Ms Critcher to explore
all things mathematical
and show off their
creative talents. The

fruits of their labours
are a mind-blowing
fusion of maths and art
including a model of the
sixth stellation of the
icosahedron, made
entirely out of paper
and glue. We have also
explored the intricacies
of curve sketching and
origami. A triumph of

modem interpretative
sculpture, the models
have to be seen to be
believed. So if you're in
years 7 and 8 you're
welcome to join the
party!
by Emma Fry and
Victoria Crawford

BY YEAR 7

SYMMETRICAL DRAWINGS

Ode To Maths
My mind wanders to a far-off place:
I gaze out in a frenzy of elation
To a utopia of calculation.
Cubics frolic in the dale,
Of smiling surds and fractions pale
And floating in the fragrant air,
I espy a perfect square!
And vectors grazing gently past
Chasms of subtraction vast.
A matrix skips, and as for me
I inch up a probability tree,
The treacherous cosine screams out "STOP!"
But I'm determined to reach the top,
Finally, battered sine-ed and tan-ned,
I gaze out across the enchanted land,
Wondrous thrilling Year 11
The pathway to mathematics heaven!
By Beattie Hitchman Year 11
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MODELS MADE

AT P1 CLUB

This year, Notting Hill has distinguished itself in the Hans Woyda Maths Competition. A
team of four players was selected from years 9-13, who went forth to battle with other schools over
exciting and challenging maths questions. The team practised hard before school every Tuesday
morning, struggling with geometry, mental arithmetic and calculator questions.
Our first three matches were won comfortably, placing us top in our league of four schools.
This meant that we were soaring to new heights, as we qualified for the knock out competition for
the first time. To our delight and surprise we won our match against St.Alban's Girls School, taking
us through to the quarter finals. Despite a good performance by Bancroft school, NHEHS then
marched on inexorably to the semi-finals.
Or so it seemed. Rumours that one of our semi-final opponents was doing a PhD. did not
calm our nerves (although they were unfounded), and we faced last year's runners up with
trepidation. The match was closely contested, while spectators were doubly entertained by Miss
Ashley's mutterings about arrogant public school boys! For a time, Notting Hill stole the lead and it
seemed that Rhona's prediction of there being girls in the final might come true. But it was not to be.
The eventual score was 41-40 to Wellington College, leaving us anguished.
The team members were Catherine Barber, Victoria Crawford, Lizzie Tandy, Rhona Muir,
Madeline Squire, Nicola Reason and Jessica Booth. Thanks go to Miss Daly and the maths staff for
all their support. I hope I will be able to watch Notting Hill in the final next year-winning!
Catherine Barber Year 13

Can you solve these Hans Woyda Competition Questions? (In 60 seconds?!)
Years 7-9
Years 10-11
Year 12
Year 13

Find 0.65 of an hour in minutes.
Find the value of the expression

(x+1)(x+2)
x2+2x+1
How many turning points are there on the curve y = (3x-2)3 +1
In a game for one player the two sorts of scoring move are worth 5 points and
3 points. Find the highest sccore that cannot be achieved by any combination
of scoring moves.

Hans Woyda Matches
Round 1

Godolphin and
Latymer
More House

Home

Away

41 v 34

Putney High
School
St Albans School

Home

Notting Hill

48 v 41

Bancrofts School

Home

Notting Hill

40 v 41

Wellington
College

Home

Notting Hill

37 v 24

Notting Hill

46 v 24

Notting Hill

43 v 23

Notting Hill

27.9.95
Round 2

Away

8.11.95
Round 3
23.11.95
Knockout 1
17.1.96
Knockout 2
14.2.96
Semi-final
6.3.96

Answers
39 minutes, 61/51, 0 turning points, 7
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"What ever happened to the CDT bus?" is a
question often asked by girls. In fact it was
towed away in the summer of 1994.
It was first set up in 1987, though I did not
actually take it over until February 1988.
Over the years it was used by the following
Trust schools: Bromley, Sutton, Sydenhani,
South Hampstead, Heathfield and of course
Notting Hill & Ealing.
The original idea was to use it for a "foundation course" for girls in years 6 to 9.
However, it was soon being used by older
girls as well (including 6th form) who found
it rather small and cramped. The younger
girls seenid to enjoy it, though, and it was
something special to have the CDT lessons
on a bus that would drive off at the end of
the day and it re-appear until the following
week.
Eventually, each Trust school acquired its
own CDT mom and the bus was no longer
needed. By that time, the bus was obviously
not in peak condition and so was sold as
scrap.

Insert into mouth.
Pour in medicine.
Jn D&T this term, we w'2ere asked to design and
make a device which cl1d be used to open the
mouth of a dinosaur.
We were told how much it had to open the mouth,
and roughly how strong it needed to be.
I got my idea from the typical car jack. My feeder
has a tube that runs horizontally through to the dinosaur's mouth, through which the medicine would be
poured.
To use it, you must insert it into the dinosaur's
mouth, using bait attached to the end (i.e. a piece of
red meat) and turn the handle until the jaw is fully
open. Then you just pour the medicine down the
tube, turn the handle the other way to shut the dinosaur's mouth, and take it out of its mouth. Since the
tube would be right at the back of the throat, there
would be a good chance of the medicine getting
down to the dinosaur's stomach.
Name: Lee Brown Form:

8E

N1une Mike Ciantar Subject: CDT Bus

Subject: Dino -urs

On Thursday 7th March I visited the Egham .
. of Bum University for a Young Enterprise Designer
work built a "pill box" with an electronic reminder
Award Competition. For my GCSE Technology
which is controlled by computer. I decided to ente my proj;, t for the competition, if only to go and see other
people's projects and ideas.
'rls attending the regional finals at Brunel that
I was fairly put-out when I discovered that there we only
morning, but I was even more dismayed to see that hen r other girl did arrive, she had designed an attachment for an ironing board of dubious usefulness.
Among other things, there was a rather large, impre c-I king "coin sorter" (I found out later it only sorted
lop and Sop coins and did not work very reliably - b as
•d, it looked good!). Another idea had come
white stick for use by blind people. It sensed
from the vibrator device in a pager: a young boy had
to work when the judge tried it out on his black
when it was approaching an object. Unfortunately, it
a set of windscreen wipers which changed
trousers, due to lack of reflected light. Other designs
speed with varying amounts of rain, a model railway I. t, and several young boys (accompanied by beaming
mothers) with door sensors that told them when someone bad been in their rooms.
Although at first I was somewhat perturbed by the fact that everyone seemed to have access to amazing technology facilities, I realised later that behind all the lap-tops and flashing lights, the basic designs of most of
the projects I saw were ingenious but within our reach at school.
The judges were very useful, but I found them very intimidating I was cross-examined about the function of
practically every wire and component in my circuit and I was asked several technical questions for which I
was not fully prepared.
The event was well run, however. As well as technical tips, I got the morning off school, a rather thick layer
of skin, and a navy-blue sweat shirt!
Name: Eleanor Squire

Form: liE

Subject: Young Electronic Designer Award
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THE WONDERFUL
WORLD OF SCIENCE
"EXPLOSIONS AND EXPLOSIVES"
On the 19th of January, several
girls trotted off to UCL for a
chemistry lecture on Explosions
and Explosives. The title of the
talk sounded dangerous and
none of us were surprised when
the lecture started with a bang!
However our eardrums felt a bit
battered when the bang was
followed by many more, each
just as loud as the first. We did
learn after a while that when the
lecturer put on his ear
protection, it was a cue to block
our own ears.

Guns were fired and test tubes
shattered, but the best
demonstration was the finale.
Tchaikovsky's 1812 overture was
played over the loud speakers
and anyone familiar with the
piece will know that at the end
there is a lot of drumming. Each
time the drums sounded, the
lecturer would burst a helium
filled balloon with a lit taper. The
effect was amazing and made
the lecture very memorable.

Alma Jardine Yr 12

What was God doing before He made heaven and earth?
He was creating hell for people who ask questions like that.
St Augustine.
Q: How far can adog run into the wood?
A: Halfway. The rest of the time be is running out.
The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying to
adapt the world to himself. Therefore all progress depends on the unreasonable man.
George Bernard Shaw
Einsteinian Limericks on the Ultimate Speed:
'If I could move faster than light'
Mused Einstein when a lad so bright;
'I could set off one day,
In a relative way,
and return on the previous night!'
Einstein said:
Sit with a pretty girl for an hour, and it seems like a minute.
Sit on a hot stove for a minute and it seems like an hour - that's relativity.
Q: If a man smashed a clock, could he be accused of killing time?
A: Not If he could prove that the clock struck first.
Quotes complied by Rebecca Kang Yr 12
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Dear Mr Taylor,
I am writing with regards to the visit which I made and the results of the
extensive soil analysis that myself and my companion carried out. But first, I would like to
show you an example of my poetry, which is now published in a book 'Gardening Poems'. It
may well explain a little about the process which we used. I do hope you enjoy it.
Oh soil, You are acidic
You would make me hic (up)
If I ate you.
Soil, we put you on a watch glass
10cm', we are top of the class.
We add ten drops of distilled water
(Cracks in bricks are filled with mortar)
To make you nice and gooey.
Like chop suey (Chinese).
Then we took some Universal Indicator
paper
Placed it into you at the taper.
We watched the indicator change shade.
In the solution we had made.
We stared with interest and gave a bellow,

When the paper turned dark yellow.
Hooray we said, now we know,
That you were acid to the toe,
And PH4 to be exact and the best,
But the manager said 'do another test'.
So three more times we did it well,
And the manager said we did tell.
We've come to the end,
Nearly gone round the bend.
But we've done and had fun.
And that is the end of the poem.
Unity Lawrence 9N

PUDUY PNNIft
The Physics Department collected
'Pennies For Pudsey' again this
year, in addition to the usual
charity weeks.
It was good to see the pennies
and pounds growing each day as
people paid to come to their
Physics lessons! We eventually
collected £85.00; a superb total.

We would like to thank everyone
for their generosity and also
thank Mrs Pllkington for her
wonderful Box Designs and for
counting out the mountains of
pennies on behalf of 'Children In
Need'.
Pudsey is delighted by the result.

J. Sinclair
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The Second Tim Stevenson Memorial Event
The annual Tim Stevenson memorial event took place on Tuesday 30th April in the
Hall. The first half was performed by the Chamber Orchestra with Eleanor Squire as
soloist in Telemann's viola concerto in G. She played with much musicality and feeling.
The conductor was Simon McVeigh, a guest performer who had given us a masterclass
earlier in the afternoon on the pieces we were to play that evening. He had many
interesting ideas on how to perform the music and the masterclass was very
worthwhile.
The second half comprised of a recital by Mensa Sonora, a professional chamber
group, playing baroque music on authentic baroque instruments and the group
performed brilliantly.
Thanks must go to Mr Phillips for organising such a varied programme. The event was
a fitting tribute to Mr Stevenson who inspired us all with his enthusiasm for music and
composing.
By Kate Leckie, Year 12
Choral Concert 1996
This year's choral concert took place in May and the main work was the Mozart
Requiem. Guest singers joined our own Senior Choir to sing the tenor and bass parts
and to add vital brass instruments to the orchestra who were accompanying. We
performed the whole of the Requiem with several solos which were delivered
beautifully. Meera Kumar, Becky Hands-Wicks and Sarah Heritage sang soprano
solos, with Claudia Newbegin, Eleanor Squire and Rosanna Hill performing the alto
ones. They all sang with a lot of feeling and the musicianship displayed by the whole
choir was very impressive.
The Senior Orchestra were accompanying and managed to get the balance between
voices and accompaniment just right. It was a unique experience for many of the
players to be performing with a choir, and doubtless one which won't be forgotten. Mr
Phillips was heard to say that he had always wanted to conduct this particular Requiem
and his enthusiasm and dedicated hard work definitely shone through in what was a
stunning performance of a beautiful work.
By Molly Dover, Yr 12
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The Purcell Celebration
and witches, plot to destroy their
happiness. They send a spirit to
Aeneas, disguised as Mercury, who
tells Aeneas that he must leave
Carthage. Aeneas believes he must
obey and he goes to tell Dido the sad
news. She resents this and sends him
away but is broken-hearted and finally
kills herself. The entire Madrigal Choir
performed to a very high standard and
the solos of Dido and Belinda (sung by
Meera Kumar and Mayleen Albert
respectively) left the audience stunned.
Mr Phillips obviously put a lot of hard
work into the concert and it was,
without a doubt, a huge success.

To celebrate the tricentenary of
Purcell's death, the Madrigal Choir and
Chamber Orchestra gave a concert
consisting of some of his most wellknown pieces. These included the
Fantasia on One Note (starring the
second viola) and "Come, come ye
Sons of Art" with a solo sung by Laura
Vickery.
The second half was Purcell's only real
opera, Dido and Aeneas. It was
composed not for the professional
stage but for a girls' school. The story
was taken from Virgil with some
alterations. Aeneas is fleeing from Troy
but his ship is driven by storm to
Carthage, which is under the reign of
the widowed Queen Dido. They fall in
love but Dido's enemies, the Sorceress

By Rosanna Hailstone and Meera
Kumar, Yr 11

Autumn Concert 95
Sophie Price on the flute playing the
Chaminade Concerto.
Congratulations to them both on
outstanding performances. Finally the
Senior Choir sang three songs from
"South Pacific" which included brilliant
solos by Talia Eagle, Claudia
Newbegin, Lucy Gostwick and
Rebecca Hands-Wicks. Thanks go to
Mr Phillips and Miss Rowe for
organising such a wonderful evening.

Once again, this year, the Autumn
Concert displayed a huge range of
musical talents in the school. It
contained a large variety of music from
Rodgers and Hammerstein's "South
Pacific" to Bruch. The Senior Choir
started the concert with their rendition
of "Stabat Mater" by Pergolesi, they
also performed "In Paradisum" from
the Requiem by Fauré with Lucy
Robinson accompanying marvellously
on the violin. There were two solo
pieces - Lucy Gostwick playing "Kol
Nidrei" by Bruch on the cello, and

By Claudia Lashmore, Yr i()
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The originally named Partridge Quartet consists of four mad but keen string players,
namely Clare Partridge (6U), Sarah Heritage (6U), Eleanor Squire (5U) and Libbie
Conroy (6U). We have been playing together now for over four years, we were
originally banded together by John Humphries, who has both supported and
transported us during this time.
Most of our rehearsals have been on Wednesday mornings, in the music room, at 8.00
am (or a LITTLE later for Clare), and have tended to consist of "constructive"
argument, combined with much hilarity. Although masochistically early (for three
quarters of the quartet at least) this is a useful time to rehearse, just in case you're
roped into playing in assembly at the last minute. (An amusing experience if you
suddenly decide to play some music you've never seen before).
Of course, a lot of the fun of quartet playing is in the performance. We have enjoyed
playing in lunchtime concerts at Ealing Hospital (despite the lack of acoustic in the
lecture-theatre-cum-concert-hall), and were also lucky enough to be invited to play at
the Royal Institution, along with Molly Dover (6L), who joined us for a clarinet
quintet. We played in the entrance hall of the R.I., while respectable-looking people in
evening dress walked past us to the lecture theatre - or so we thought:what we didn't
realise until the end is that having gone up the stairs, they STOOD AT THE TOP,and
actually LISTENED to us! We then had free seats for the lecture, which was on
medical physics. Eley and Clare pretended they understood every word, Sarah and
Molly feigned interest, and Libbie said "WOT?" at strategic intervals.
Three of us are now leaving Notting Hill, so the quartet will be temporarily disbanded.
Our last concert at school included Elgar's "Introduction and Allegro for Strings" (an
orchestral piece with solo quartet), and after this we went on to the Cambridge
Symposium for Young String Quartets. This involved a series of masterciasses on two
previously prepared quartets (Mozart and Dvorak),given by world-renowned Lord
Yehudi Menuhin - an unforgettable experience.
Playing together a lot can be musically constructive but it can also have some worrying
side-effects. We recently noticed that when we are simply standing talking to each
other, we have an uncanny tendency to stand in playing order. When we asked other
quartet members in Cambridge if they found this happened as well, they simply stared
at us as though we'd just turned into chickens and said "Er
no."
Finally a message to all up-and-coming quartets: keep it up, play lots of brilliant music,
and if in doubt
LAUGH!
By Clare Partridge and Libbie Conroy, 6U.
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The Ultimate Musical
Experience!

February Music Room Concert
On the 15th February the wealth of
musical talent in the school was
displayed in another successful music
room concert. A wide range of music
was played with both solo and
ensemble items. The concert gave many
girls the opportunity to perform which
is an essential part of both GCSE and
A-Level music. Mr Phillips not only
organised the concert but also
performed himself despite the fact that
his wife was due to have a baby that
very day. Everything ran very smoothly
however, and Mr Phillips' son
Theodore was not born until the
following week!

Forget Glastonbury and Reading, this
year's place to be for ultimate musical
sensations was none other than our
very own school hail. Thousands (ish)
gathered to see the (almost) world
famous Lucy Robinson perform
Bruch's violin concerto as it has never
been played before, her virtuoso
playing was as magnificent as always
and she shows great promise of
becoming the nest Vanessa Mae (or if
she cuts her hair - Nigel Kennedy!) The
Dvorak "New World" Symphony,
played by the orchestra, was greatly
appreciated by all, especially the "telly
addicts" in the audience who
recognised many of the wind solos
from various adverts for cars and
insurance. Elgar's "Introduction and
Allegro and Strings" featured the "fab
four", not John, Paul, Ringo and
George, but Clare, Sarah, Eley and
Libbie a.k.a. the "Partridge Quartet". It
was "Shea Stadium" all over again as
their music reached out and touched
the audience and had them openly
weeping at the majesty of the
musicianship - not literally, but it was
pretty dam good!

By Helena Kulesza Yr 12

"Little Shop Of Horrors"
This musical incorporated in every
aspect, innovative ideas that had never
been tried before in this school. This
meant that a lot more work and
organistion was needed but it also
provided more motivation. The first
hurdle was that almost all the actresses
needed to be fitted with mikes. Once
these had arrived they were a little
temperamental which did a lot to help
the calm, relaxed atmosphere on the
night! The band was set up by those
with contacts specialising in drums,
electric guitar, bass etc. It was amazing
and the entire performance wouldn't
have been possible without them.
Libbie Conroy, our singing coach,
worked miracles with our vocal chords,
and together with Mayleen Albert who
played the piano, helped to make
"Little Shop Of Horrors" spectacular in
every way.
By Ingrid Papadakis and Carla
Calimani, Yr 10

By Talia Eagle and Molly Dover Yr 12
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KEN CAMPBELL
Out of the falling snow came a man. He did not bring pizza. Infact he was Mr Keating
The Caretaker. "You waiting for a chap called Campbell?" he said.
"Yes" muttered Mr Green nervously.
"Well he's rung and left a message - It's too cold".
Luckily Mr Keating was 'just joking', and ten minutes later a skin head in a Morris Minor
van arrived.
His first words were "It's 25 years old, that means I have to pay tax on the damn thing!!"
It was the next day when we realised he was talking about the budget on antique cars. In
between this realisation and Mad Ken's arrival, we were treated to 'Mystery Bruises'.
This was Ken's own One Man show, combining sub-atomic physics and the history of
British Theatre. It included exploding foam cans, many swear words, and jokes about
ferrets.
Two months later the show opened officially at the Cottesloe Theatre in the National, but
once again N.H.E.H.S. got there first.
This was an extraordinarily funny and entertaining performance by a very clever, yet
completely bizarre and insane human being. It was most enjoyable for young and old,
especially when the front rows of the audience had to cover themselves in a plastic sheet,
just in case some of the exploding foam spluttered on them!
Claudia Wolfes Yr 12

YEAR 12 THEATRE STUDIES PRODUCTION
WINNIE THE POOH "What?!" we said, shocked. "Only two weeks?" we shrieked in terror. The fluorescent
tubes flickered and hummed. The room went cold as he repeated in a menacing tone, "Write,
cast, costume, direct, design, lighting, sound and set and perform in 20 minutes in front of a
paying audience."
The cogs of our brains grated and turned until a little voice murmured, "Let's do
Winnie the Pooh!"
Casting came naturally - Becky was piglet through and through, Owl was Alison and
Charlotte made the perfect Pooh - with a little padding. Rehearsals ran smoothly, except for
when they didn't. When mouse did manage to turn up she presented, although uncalled for, a
variety of accents from all English speaking communities. The ball began to lurch in a rather
promising fashion when Simon Day (currently appearing in "Oh 'Jeeves" in the West End plug, plug), and an old uni chum of Mr G's popped In, despite being rounded on for his choice of
jumper.
Scripts (eloquently written by Talia and Charlotte) were learnt, except for when they
weren't. We were assured that the set was "coming" and with 3 days to go we were finally able
to incorporate it into our acting talents. The costume arrived after the dress rehearsal, while the
make-up appeared to suffer from stage fright' and failed to emerge on each character until an
hour before the actual performance.
All in all it was executed in an admirable way considering the sophistication of such a
challenging script. A member of the audience (a parent might I add) stated that it was
"Magnificent, much better than the school play", and parents are never biased now are they?
So in the words of Christopher Robin - "Hooray for Pooh pulling out day!"
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By Alison Lewis (Owl), Vera Tang (Mouse)
and Anna Becla (Kanga)
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A REVIEW
The glamour, the lights, the hoards of screaming fans, Mr Green in a pair of tights Broadway has nothing compared to this!
After five months of blood, sweat and tears, the house is full and the curtain is about
to go up on Notting Hill's production of Little Shop Of Horrors.
The lights dim, the audience hushes, there is a moment of stillness. Then in a wash of pink
the Ronnettes burst on to stage. The bee-hives alone are enough to warrant an Oscar.
Backstage the cast and crew are running into overdrive, but all the audience sees is
smooth professionalism, da771ing smiles and the leopard skin print lycra of Audrey's dress.
We gave them song, dance, music and inspired performances. If this had been any
ordinary production, the audience might have been forgiven for thinking that that was all
they were getting, but this is Notting Hill, when we do something , we do it in style. Nothing
but nothing could have prepared them for what we had in store.
As the curtain opened on the 18 foot, 80 kilogram green and magenta fly trap,
you could sense the audience's fear
not one of them will ever feel comfortable listening to
Gardener's Question Time again.
And remember people
whatever you do, don't feed the plants.

BACKSTAGE REVIEW
CAST :" It's enormous! What is it ? You don't seriously expect me to get inside that do
There's no room for anyone else on stage! How are you going to move it on in 15
you?
minutes ?
STAGE CREW :" Don't panic! It's fine, it's all organised. Um... yeah, we'll sort it out,
Aaahhhhhhh!!!
say the ever optimistic stage crew." It's all under control

A team of willing volunteers had set to work on building and painting the set, and
collecting all the props and once the plant arrived there was a new light cast on the on the
work ahead of us. Our previous tasks seemed relatively easy and unstressful, there we were,
faced with this singing, man-eating plant, which continues to grow throughout the
performance, until it nearly takes up the whole stage.
As well as handling this gigantic, alien object, we also had to cope with the concept
of using radio-mikes. This added extra complications as we constantly had to check that the
actresses were" turned on" (and off).
The actual performances were chaotic, yet mostly ran surprisingly smoothly
backstage. The backstage crew did not only provide props and move scenery, but also
provided a calming service for the "melodramatic" stars of the show. Apart from this, there
wasn't too much running around to do during the performance, with just a few scene
changes, except in the interval when we had 15 minutes to move the majority of the set, get
the ginormous 80 stone plant in place on the stage, and then get the set back as it was before
but arot'nd the plant. This was a daunting task, especially as our first try at this took 35
minutes, a bit too long for an interval! Eventually, however, we achieved it with a lot of
speedy teamwork and it was immensely satisfying to hear the audience's reaction as the
curtains were drawn back and "Audrey 2" was revealed in all her glory. It was even more
satisfying to hear their reaction to the dancing plant and the brave actresses who jumped
into it's trap and were munched away.And how did they do that I hear you say? Well, you
shall never know
magic?
Little Shop of Horrors was a great achievement for N.H.E.H.S and everyone worked hard to
make it the great success it was. The backstage crew had a harder task than ever before to
cope with, and they did so very well.
by Claudia Wolfes
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by Alice Baxendale
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LITTLE SHOP OF HORRORS THROUGH THE EYES OF AN USHERETTE
"Hi, my name's Candy, if you show me your ticket, I'll show you your seat."
Summer '95
One July morning, while I was eating my rice crispies, I heard the "rat a tat tat" of a rather large brown
package falling on my cat which was sitting on the door mat.
"What could it be?" I asked Jeremy the cat,
"I don't know but my spine's gone numb, GET IT OFF ME!!!"
It contained tapes, scripts,contact numbers and cryptic messages from Monsier Vert which later
proved to be highly relevant (NOT!!).
September '95
I first started rehearsals for the show of the century as a first class tramp, but one sunny day I was
promoted to being
(wait for it) ... AN USHERE1170 I was really moving up in the world! That day
was a truly glorious one.
The first few rehearsals involved eating chips, being shouted at by Mr Green and some rather complex
choreography from Miss Fielding, the hitherto unknown Mistress of the Boogie. We ended up with some
rather interesting hand movements. Bravo.
October '95
Once we had mastered the dances, we were lashed into shape by the uber-usherette Flossie Cohen. By now
band, costume and lights were appearing. Where was my torch? What batteries does it take? What was
that noise it made when I turned it on?
By now, two men had been spotted. This is something NHEHS girls had never witnessed before. Some
displayed more interst than others; no one was indifferent.
Memorable items at this point included Mr Warne's guitar and his trademark cry of "Knickers!!!" and
Suzie L-N spending an unnecessary amount of time in leather trousers whilst preparing herself for the role
of a sadistic dentist.
November '95
A large truck arrived ,and green things started to emerge from it- these were just the people delivering
the 80 stone plant which ate 2 people and left its mark by putting a nice hole through the stage floor.
Tempers and egos were flying as the opening night -well- opened, really. Mr Green gave his usual pep
talk with tears, the curtains opened, the music started and the rest is history.
"On the 23rd day of the month of November Seymour and Audrey .... Radio mikes that packed up.. .Katie
Mullan in a cupboard ... Laddered tights ... Natalie's vodka with vegetable sandwiches ... Sarah Wolf not
panicking (too much!) ... Carrie not panicking at all (ish) ... and our star directors Simone and Fiona who
never even contemplated panicking. Ah, memories, like the corners of my mind!
By Katie White and Talia Eagle
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THE PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH
March 21, 7.00 p.m. Lava-lamp csque, psychedelic colours. "Tick Lock" says
the dog, as the buckle of his leather flying hat, trips the light fantastic. The local hippy
commune? No the NHEHS lower school production of the "Phantom Tollbooth" - an
American 60's rewrite of Alice in Wonderland. A magical mystery tour into the mind
of Milo, age 6.
The audience fully absorbs the spaced out aura, emitted by the anticipation and
enthusiasm of the actors. Backstage all is tense, as the lights dim and the audience
hushes and willing Year 8's with purple polka dot faces are herded into the cage on
stage by director, Charlotte Mooney.
The set is illuminated in magenta, as the clocklace glows ultra violet. Staged in
the round ,with a cast of 30 taken from years 7-9. Do you dig the vibes man?
Staged in the round, with a cost of 30 taken from years 7-9. After months of
hard work and general panic, both nights were a total success and enjoyed by
everyone. Although the actors were nervous before hand, fears proved to be
unfounded with excellent performances from everyone. Especially Domi Tate as Milo,
Pipa Evans as Tock, Abigail Rosenburg as Spelling Bee and Claire Boxer as Humbug,
this being her last performance at Notting Hill before leaving.
Many congratulations to all involved, especially the new D.C. on their first
attempt. Stick with tee groove, go with tee flow,chill out, there's more to come!

Backstage at The Phantom Tollbooth.
The lower school production this year was "The Phantom Tollbooth". When Mr
Green put up the audition list, even though no one had any idea what it was, one
hundred and forty five put their names down, from which thirty-eight were selected to
be in the most bizarre production I have ever experienced.
During the three months of rehearsals, only managing to have one rehearsal where
everyone turned up, there was steady progress leading up to the opening night. On the
morning of the opening night, it was found that one of the Lethargarians had glandular
fever. PANIC!!
The Lethargarians were rushing around (for once) trying to find a suitable
replacement. One hour before the opening performance, make up was being applied,
costumes were missing; the only word to describe it would be chaos. Ten minutes
before the performance, Mr Green came in, as cool as a cucumber and proceeded to
do breathing exercises to calm us down and focus on the play.
The performance ended with thundering applause and (even if I do say so myself)
boy did we deserve it I '
Thanks must go to the sixth formers and other pupils who worked backstage or
helped in any way. However, special thanks must go to Mr Green for putting up with a
lot of hyper-active year 7 and 8. Year 9, are of course above all that!(Ha! Ha!) But
quite seriously, which is hard for me, Mr Green should be applauded and everyone
involved should pat themselves on the back.
Pippa "Tock" Evans 9N
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Extract from: A Line In The Snow
Finally he reached the top. He gazed out into the shattered city, satisfied with
his feat. He could just make out his house. From here it even looked as if there was
glass in the windows. From here, everything looked different. From here the city
looked beautiful, as if the snow was cleansing its painful past, making it innocent again.
The boy's gaze stopped as his eyes met another boy. He looked about the same age,
the same height, but he was Serb. Zifo knew the other boy was Serb, because that was
where all the Serbs lived. Zifo was curious, curious about the boy, about whether he
was any different from the Muslims. He was a bit scared, but more curious. The boy
just seemed so normal. The boy was making snowballs and throwing them against a
wall. Zifo wanted to stay back, but he couldn't help edging down the other side of the
pile. He stopped about halfway down. He was a lot closer now. Zifo decided to
venture forward a little further, but on the second step he made, he kicked one of the
loose bricks. The brick quickly made its way down, and shattered when it hit the hard,
concrete ground.
Catriona Maclay Yr. 8
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Strange distorted faces,
Stare at me from their dark picture frame,
Mouthing silent, long forgotten conversations.
From a world where I wish I was again.
1 remember the day it was taken,
Sitting there posing for a laugh,
With the late summer sun setting behind us,
And the sweet couples chatting at the edge of
the park.

I was part of one of those couples,
Oh, to still be there,
Among the idle chatter of lazy days,
In that captured world without a care.
The photograph signifies my summer,
Though I'll probably never see him again.
For soon after that photo was taken,
Came the first drops of autumn rain.
I'll miss him now and forever.
As a fading memory attached to my wall.
My world of idyllic happiness,
Before the summer was replaced by the fall.
By Sarah Hutchinson, Yr 10

Heartbroken
Struggling up the earth, reaching for the sky
That gave it life, anchoring to the light.
Helping it to grow. A mere little green
Welcomed into the harsh barren land of the desert,
With its sea of sand, lapping at the plant
As the wind tossed and turned through its dwellings.
Except for a nearby stone, the green was alone.
Longing for water in the heat of the day
Its calls drowned by the distraught zephyr.
Exhausted by the heavy blows of the passing hours
The wailing wind settled down to whispers,
As the withered sun shuffled by, giving way to dark.
All was quiet for even then the wind ceased to rage
And the cries of the green were carried far out
Yet only heeded by the solitary and lone rock,
Who listened all night to the pain and anguish
Of that helpless life form that needed so much
Just a few drops for entity, from the essence of life.
Darkness sank into lustre, hope into despair.
As the scorching ball of fire reclaimed the throne.
Dried tears drowned the dying vigour.
After endless hours of misery and torment
The stone suffered and felt a heart brake in two.
And as all was near to final closure
A drop of moister caressed a tender root.
Life sprung back as the green engulfed the water.
Regaining vitality in every corner of its being.
The green looked about for the source of its savour
And there nearby, bubbled the heavenly stream
From the very centre of that lonesome rock.
Andia Arabsheibani Yr. 10
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I REMEMBER A BEACH
I remember walking along a stoney beach,
The sand was below me, just out of reach.
My parents were walking slightly ahead,
Making sure I was near by turning their heads.
After a short while my legs began to ache,
But I carried on bravely for my parents' sake.
Every now and then they'd stop and turn,
Smiling at me while my neck began to burn.
Valiently, I ignored a rumbling tummy,
And I didn't tell them my nose was runny.
I tripped and fell a few moments later,
I limped on ,becoming a "nice walk" hater.
I decided to mention that we'd been walking
for an hour,
But m' parents were engrossed in an
interesting flower.
The aim of the walk was supposed to be a pub,
But we'd just passed one as my shoes started
to rub.
Darkness overwhelmed me, I couldn't see an
end,
I lost sight of my parents as they turned round
a bend.
As I went round to meet them My heart gave a
jump.
I felt a rock in my throat, though it was only a
lump.

An Invitation From The Sea
The sea washes over the golden sand,
A gull cries its familiar call,
The shingle washes to and fro,
Rubbish, from far off ships, lay strewn on the stones.
The sea calls you "come come" it cries
And you can't resist,
It soothes..
Sensitive.
The urge is too great.
You discard your sandals
And walk slowly,
Feeling the sand slip through your toes.
Then you reach it,
The soft and gentle.
Wild and carefree,
Ocean.
It stretches before you.
It beckons to you.
You.
Grace Wright, Year 7
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Wild Flowers
Sparkling dew on a sward of green,
Daisies and buttercups in between,
Blue bells growing in the woods,
I would grow among them if I could.
Tender mushrooms pick with skill,
Dandelions and Meadow Cranesbill,
Daffodils and Forget - me - nots,
Are in the meadow not in pots.
Then in the hedgerows growing true,
Rosemary, thyme and lavender too.
Herbs and wild flowers growing high,
Are there to please both you and I.
Jessica Green, Year 9
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The reflection of the sunshine on the bright green lawn,
This is not the day to stay indoors and mourn,
All I need now is something sumptuous to eat,
In the refrigerator nothing to tempt me,
Just a portion of meat,
But on the side,
A bowl of delicious, succulent, rosy plums.
Georgina Messer, 8H

Sarah
What Am I?
I'm round in looks,
I'm green and blue,
I'm everywhere and everything,
Have you guessed who?
They use big guns and fire at ease,
Not caring if they kill, hurt or tease.
You poison my atmosphere
And spray CFC's
In the end we're going to suffer
You wait and see.
My waters are being polluted,
The animals are being killed.
The oil ships are sinking,
And ruining our sea.
Have you guessed what I am yet,
From everything I have said?
I AM THE WORLD,
And I am not over yet.
Hannah Baum Yr.8

A Lonely Flight
The wind whirls around my face
And whispers in my ears,
As the niggling jeers, bring forth my tears.
I conceal myself, just in case,
They think that they have won the race
To make me scared, to increase my fears,
That they and soon all my peers
Will, like firing bullets, increase the pace.
They think I'm week
But they are wrong,
For they are weak
And I am strong.
For though the future is looking bleak,
I will strive on.
Louise Knight Yr. 10

Sarah was a girl often.
She lived in Little Meshinghem.
She had two brothers; Will and Sam,
She had two sisters; Jill and Pam.
This isn't odd, I hear you say,
But wait, the catch is on its way,
Poor Sarah had one dreadful flaw,
For she played tricks on one and all.
Her favourite trick was 'Move the chair',
The person sat on pure, thin air,
As Sarah had removed their seat A dreadfully annoying feat.
Then one morning in September,
A day her family will remember,
Sarah tried to play a trick
On her Father's brother, her uncle Dick.
As a treat they were all on
A boat, the little Maragon.
Sarah crept behind poor Dick
While he was feeling rather sick,
But then he turned around rather fast,
And Sarah screamed - it was her last
Conscious act before she died,
As she fell off Maragon's side.
Of course, the crew did try to save her,
but Sarah's hopes began to waver,
As a wave broke over her,
And everything began to blur.
The funeral was a sad affair,
Her parents: they were in despair,
So let this poem a warning be
To children, just like you and me.
Alice Cave
Yr.7
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A minature monster
a bold monster
tiny but fearsome.

It was ME
Cutting you up piece by piece
Then putting you back
Like a jigsaw.
Only sometimes you had legs
On your shoulders
And ears for breasts.

oll

A blue monster,
a silent monster,
bright ,but a shadow.
A gloomy monster,
a destructive monster,
subdued, but painful.

It was YOU who did it though!
Black boxes,
White paper in
The middle of a pool,
Head,
Arms, legs
Grated and raw,
But the insides
Fill jar after jar
Bright red and white coldness.
Lii save cupid's emblem
Red on white
Surrounded by green,
Drowning in the Red Sea.
You'll cut it again,
Silver through red
Into the black hole,
Two hearts now, no love.
When I tell
You'll be sick and
Pump your bloody belly,
Returning to your shuttered room,
Black blinds, red fluorescent lights.

i

A sleep monster,
a dream monster,
looming ,but formless.
A monster for me,
a monster of dread,
come the morning
the monster is dead.
By Grace Wrig1t, 7N

When I was nine I was left on my own.
My family went shopping, and left me alone.
I could hear a faint groan from the wind
outside,
And scraping fingers on the pane inside.
A loud roar, a flash of light, a dark shadow,
What a fright!
My imagination running wild, my hair on end,
My tummy tight.
Multi-coloured spiders as large as beach balls,
With hairy legs lumbered across the wall.

Remember I did it for you,
So every black on white word didn't catch
you.
You've still got her though,
inside you.
And frozen images of her naked flesh
On each rectangle of colour
To redevelop
Repeatedly, repeatedly, repeatedlyrepeatedly
repeatedly repeatedly.

Blue dragons. breathing fire,
Two headed monsters,
My stomach feeling queasy.
My eyes growing dizzy.
A furry thing rushed past my leg,
I was too frightened to turn and see
What on earth it might be.
A sharp prod on my shoulder.
I didn't stir,
Frightened to death,
Then a familiar voice saying
"Come and help".
Suddenly everything disappeared.
How strange I felt!

Anon. Year 12 - After Sylvia Piath

By Victoria Phillips Yr. 7
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The Snail

I'm Fine
There's nothing what ever the matter with me,
I'm just as healthy as healthy can be,
I have arthritis in both my knees,
And when I talk, I talk with a wheeze.
My pulse is weak, my blood is thin,
But I'm awfully well for the state I'm in.
Arch supports I have on my feet
Or I wouldn't be able to go on the street.
Sleep denied me night after night,
And every morning I look such a sight.
My memory's failing, my head's in a spin,
I'm practically living on aspirin,
But I'm awfully well for the state 1'm in.
When I was young my slippers were red,
I could kick my heels right over my head.
When I was older my slippers were blue,
But still I could dance the whole night through.
Now I am old my slippers are black,
I walk to the store and puff my way back.
How do I know my youth is all spent?
Well my "get up and go" has become "got up and went".
But I really don't mind, when I think with a grin
Of all the grand places my "get up" has been.
Old age is golden, I've heard it said,
But sometimes I wonder as I get into bed,
With my ears in a drawer, my teeth in a cup,
My eyes on the table until I wake up.
When sleep overtakes me I say to myself,
"Is there anything else I should lay on the shelf."
I get up each morning and dust off my wits
And pick up the paper and read the "obits".
If my name is still missing I know I'm not dead,
So I have a good breakfast and go back to bed.
The moral is as the tale I unfold
For you and me who are growing old,
It is better to say "I'm fine" with a grin
Than to let them know the shape we're in.
Antonia Elliot Yr.9

The snail,
Quite a slow and dull creature,
Was slithering to the rose bush.
He planned to get there by Monday,
And it was Sunday.
At about noon,
The fox the mouse the spider,
All went to the snail.
Then the swallow, the robin, the owl,
Joined on to go to the snail too.
"Hello!" said the snail,
Delighted for company.
"You can't do anything," said the swallow,
"Watch me!"
And he swooped and danced,
All the animals glanced.
They all applauded him.
"You can't do this!" said the fox,
He snarled at mouse,
It made her all shiver.
Then owl flew down,
She was always wise.
"I can see in the dark!" she said,
"So can I!" said fox.
"I can spin a web." said spider,
And she made one right on the spot.
It was all beautifully done,
Thread by thread.
"I can run and run," said mouse.
"So can I!" said fox.
And mouse darted across,
Like a wink of an eye she sped.
"And what can you do robin?"
Said snail very sadly.
"I can sing better than a nightingale!"
And she sang and sang her heart out,
Till all the flowers bloomed.
"We can all do things," said owl,
"But you can't" said fox.
"I can do something," said snail.
He moved forward,
All the animals gasped!
He left a silver trail,
More beautiful than anything.
They all bent their heads,
The silver trail shone,
Like a silver sun.
Snail was happy again,
And from that day,
All the animals praised the snail,
For his wondrous silver trail.
Alexandra Herbich Yr7
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SYNCHRONISED SWIMMING
Synchronised swimming is a combination
of gymnastics, swimming and ballet and is one of
the most physically demanding of all water
sports.When it was first introduced into the
Olympics in 1984, audiences were stunned by the
technical expertise and creativity of the routines.
I train up to three hours every day of the
week, working mainly on competition routines.
Routines are a gruelling five minutes long, so a top
level of fitness is crucial. Synchronised swimmers
need to have the stamina of long distance runners
and the flexibility of gymnasts. It is also vital for
swimmers to stretch their lung capacity as during
routines they may have to hold their breath for
anything up to one minute under water. People
starting the sport begin by swimming about seven
strokes holding their breath, then gradually
progress to swimming lengths underwater and the
top synchro swimmers can hold their breath for up
to three lengths of the pool.
Novice synchronised swimmers are
always surprised to find how difficult even the most
basic moves are. Before swimmers can start to
tackle routines, they have to learn to hold their
bodies still and balanced in the water. To do this a
range of stabilising techniques using the arms and
hands have to be mastered. As soon as this has
been achieved swimmers can start to build up a
routine.
Synchro routines are performed to music
and each movement is carried out on a certain beat,
for example; swimmers may come through the
water on one, lift one leg on three and then go
under the water on eight. When this is being done
by a whole team to exactly the same count
synchronisation should be perfect. To perform

routines of competition standard takes more than
just months of physical preparation- routines must
be revised mentally over and over again so that it is
performed perfectly on the day.
At the competition itself everything is
jazzed up; swimmers put gelatine on their hair
which is actually the stuff that goes into edible jelly
) to stop it from falling out, waterproof make-up is
worn and of course the renowned nose-clips as a
finishing touch. The clips are worn to prevent
damage to the sinuses.Judges at the competitions
are looking for a good interpretation of the music
and a well presented and original routine, all of
which count towards an artistic impression mark.
Technically, the judges look for synchronisation
between a team and/ or to the music, the length of
time the swimmers can hold their breath under the
water and the height that the swimmers can lift
arms or legs out of the water.
To become a top synchro swimmer
involves a great deal of training and dedication in
order to succeed; but when you realise the goals
you have set yourself, as in any other sport, the
satisfaction achieved certainly makes up for all the
hard work.
KATY 0' BRIEN, YEAR 12
Katy is currently in the British synchronised
swimming squad and is ranked 13th at senior level
and 7th at junior level in Great Britain! Katy must
be congratulated and admired for having reached
the highest levels in her sport and also for her
amazing contribution to the successes of the school
swimming team throughout her time at N.I-I.E.H.S.
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SCHOOL SKI TRIP TO ST ANTON, AUSTRIA
On top of a full day's skiing, evening activities
included swimming, bowling, a cabaret
evening in which girls displayed extraordinary
talent and great potential!, and the highlight
of every ski trip-the disco: Miss Daly must be
complimented on her amazing dancing which
stole the show!
There were no broken bones and
everyone gained an impressive tan, although
some people's goggle marks were not quite so
flattering! Everyone thoroughly enjoyed a
highly successful week full of spectacular
views and brilliant skiing and a privileged few
were treated to the sight of Mr Davidson
falling over for the first time in living
memory!

• On the Friday evening after breaking up for
the Easter holidays, a party of about fifty girls
and six members of staff gathered outside the
school. After a hectic half hour of loading tons
of luggage onto the coach we set off, leaving
behind distraught parents who would have to
endure a whole week without their darling
daughters.
The journey was long and uneventful,
except us having the honour of being the first
group from N.H.E.H.S. to go through the
Channel Tunnel-a landmark in the history of
the school! We entertained ourselves by
watching educational films such as Aladdin,
eating and trying to get some sleep. We
arrived at our hotel at about four in the
afternoon (a rather nice ski chalet style
building) and instead of being allowed to
collapse onto our beds, the ruthless
N.H.E.H.S. staff sent everyone to get their
poles, boots and skis fitted straightaway. This
business did not turn out to be as simple as it
seemed as we had to memorise the numbers of
our equipment for the week, which after over
twenty hours in a coach proved to be rather
challenging for our tired brains. However
much we pretended to be bI17Jing with energy
we were not shown the delights of St. Anton
on the first night, but were sent to bed after
supper as we had an early start the next day.
'After breakfast we headed for the renowned
resort of St. Anton and were put into ski
groups according to our ability. By the
afternoon, beginners had mastered their snowploughs and the more experienced skiers were
showing off their parallel turns. By the end of
day one most people had got their ski legs
back-although for some it took a little longer!

Jesame Duguid, 10H

YEAR 12 &ir-butna
Every Friday afternoon of the autumn term hordes of 6-lowers would gather in the school gym
for self-defence lessons.
One of the main aims of Friday afternoons soon became to defend yourself, not against
suspicious looking men in long raincoats that follow you home, but against the deadly sarcasm
of Rob, our bass playing and pint-sized instructor with "micro-power" who endlessly handed
us flyers for his band's gigs. (the 'Jackwoods', for those who aren't in the 'know')
He was, however, an excellent instructor and taught us all the vital basic elements of
self-defence: to be aware, to have confidence, to have respect for ourselves and never to 'look
for' fights- not that we would being level-headed women always in control, (oops! Too many
lessons with Miss Ashley!)
Rob's bad hair days and pub anecdotes certainly added spice to our Fridays and we are
all very grateful for having had the opportunity to learn basic self-defence which has enabled
us to face any possible attack with the confidence and ability which we lacked before.
Charlie Hall and Marisa Elliott, Year 12.
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GYM CLUB
which we beat the school that came second in
the previous competition. Frances WadsworthJones came third overall individually which
deserves many congratulations. Five juniors
and five seniors took part in the Trust Gym
Rally and again proved themselves to be an
excellent team of gymnasts, gaining high
scores on both the floor and the vault. The
junior team finished in an outstanding second
position and the senior team came eighth
overall.
As if we had not been busy enough
with all these competitions, there was also a
display to work towards.This was planned to
be even bigger and better than last year (if that
is possible!), with a grand clowning finale. All
the gymnasts from the Thursday and Friday
gym clubs and the sports acrobatics club
showed off their skills on the floor, vault and
trampette in the display. All the group
routines were cleverly worked out by Mrs
Scott, who did a superb job in organising the
whole display single handedly.
The gymnasts have been extremely
hard working throughout the year and have
proved that as long as you put the effort in you
will be justly rewarded. We have all had the
satisfaction of learning new moves and
performing excellent routines, either
individually or in a group, and have had lots
of fun at the same time. We look forward to a
well-earned rest after all our competitions and
the display and hope to do even better next
year!

Gym club has proved to be a very
popular club this year; even more so than last
year. Dozens of year 7's, 8's and 9's turned up
at the trials, as well as a handful from years 10
and 11. Unfortunately, many of these girls had
to be turned down, as there were just too many
talented gymnasts.
As well as the two gym classes that
meet after school on Thursdays and Fridays, a
new class has been introduced this year, which
concentrates specially on sports acrobatics.
For those of you who have never heard of this
type of gymnastics before, it involves doing
supported balances and jumps in pairs or trios.
Everyone in sports acrobatics club has a
partner to practise balances with. Some of the
tops can stand their bases' shoulders and do
other spectacular stunts. This club takes place
on Thursday lunch times.
The autumn term was spent learning
new moves in gym club and at the beginning
of each session was the traditional handstand
competition. At the start of the spring term we
got going straight away on the competition
and display routines. Many routines were
made up by individuals hoping to be selected
for the gym team which was to compare in
various competitions that term. A term of
eight was selected and we had less than a
fortnight to polish up our new routines for the
qualifying round of the Carite House
competition. The term got off to a great start,
gaining bronze medals in the qualifying
round. We missed out on second place by just
0.2 of a mark. We received more bronze
medals in the Carite House regional final, in

Jessica Booth 9N
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We did another exercise a bit like
this and then we put some black
goggles on that we couldn't see a thing
through. We had to hold on to the
person in front and we would pass on
things that we heard down the line. At
the end came the bit we had been
secretly dreading: we had to crawl
through a tunnel of mud, but it was
quite fun really! It was definitely the
muddiest I'd ever got!
I really enjoyed my trip to Hillingdon
and it helped me to get to know my
class better. I would really recommend
it if you would like a good adventure.

We set off to Hillingdon Activity
Centre on quite a cold morning. We all
had a spare change of clothes as we
were told we would probably get pretty
muddy! We were all very excited as we
climbed into the coach. Amidst feelings
of excitement there were some of
anxiety as the few people who had been
before said you had to crawl through a
tunnel of water!
After making sure we hadn't left any
belongings on the coach we sat down
and awaited our first challenge. We
were split into groups of four and we
went on an orienteering course. We got
very lost several times, but it was good
fun.
As we came to an end of the first
activity we were ready to go to sleep in
a corner, but we had to join in the
tower building contest. This was really
fun and we had to build towers out of
bamboo cane and string. We had forty
five minutes to do this in and we
managed to get ours quite high without
it falling over! We did this by making a
wigwam with another on top.
Unfortunately we didn't win, but it was
still great fun.
After a well earned lunch break we
set off in new groups with a new guide.
We came to a clearing in the woods
that was meant to be a swamp and we
had to get across it working as a group.
We were allowed to use the stumps of
wood going across the space and some
weirdly shaped pieces of wood. There
were two snags though, if anything fell
in we lost it and secondly we didn't
have swamp-proof boots as our
instructor supposedly did!

Anna Graham 7N
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This season the netball department was extremely busy, playing a total of 41 matches against various
schools in the area. The 1st team, despite being considerably depleted through injuries of all kinds (
wrists being this year's speciality! ), battled on bravely throughout the season. The Senior Trust
Netball Rally proved to be a frustrating experience, with Notting Hill failing to qualify for the quarter
finals due to a last minute goal by Oxford High in the crunch match of the draw. The subsequent
runners up plate tournament saw no improvement in N.H.E.H.S's fortunes as the team met Oxford
High again, having convincingly won their first match, only to lose by one goal once more. However,
the 1st team ended the season in style-beating St Pauls comprehensively. It was also great to see 1st
team members coaching younger teams, providing them with useful tips and encouragement.
The U13's were unfortunate in their first attempt at the Middlesex tournament as they failed
to qualify for the quarter finals, despite losing only one match in the round-robin section. The U12's
looked extremely promising this season, with only one loss out of all the games they played which is
an excellent record
The finale of the netball season saw the annual battle of the staff against Year 13. This year
the six uppers were demolished by staff teams playing a frighteningly high standard of netball and
dazzling onlookers with the latest clothing in sporting fashion! Although the determination of all
players did not necessarily bring home the honours, all teams can take credit for being exceedingly
dedicated and for playing outstandingly despite limited facilities.
Penny Heighton, Year 12.
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The hockey department has experienced a
season of accomplishment and great
enjoyment both on the pitch and on
memorable journeys in the minibus. Mrs
Cooper continues to impress us all with her
talent of getting us to matches on time in the
busy after-school traffic without injuries to
smaller automobiles or to the minibus itself!
However, joking aside, she has once again
taken us through an exciting season,
encouraging all players to perform to the best
of their abilities with very pleasurable results.
The most obvious example, and perhaps
the highlight of the season for those involved,
was the U15's performance against Godolphin
when they scored their first ever goal!
Goldolphin have amicably informed us that
they will be erecting a plaque in the team's
honour on the exact spot from which the ball
was struck! To their credit however, the U15
team have steadily improved and their skills
have been rewarded with winning third place
overall in the recent Middlesex
Championships.
The Under 16's have performed
outstandingly this season, becoming the
Middlesex champions after playing a series of
tough matches against regular rivals. They
represented Middlesex at the National
Regional Finals and played superbly, drawing
with the current national champions and

representing the school to the highest degree.
Unfortunately, schools which have individual
team coaches and Astroturf pitches always
seem to win this sort of competition!
This season, the 1st team have turned
making excuses into their speciality. Sadly,
the team did not manage to prove themselves
to be the greatest team on the circuit, but like
the newly formed U14 team, it managed to
win some, lose a few, and draw a lot!
Therefore, the recent Senior Trust Rally may
be classed as a marginal success as the team
scored the first goal of the tournament. This
was a great start to the day, but their winning
streak was on a steady decline and after
narrowly missing inclusion in the quarter
finals, the team's only consolation was the fact
that judging by the current trend in shell suit
team clothing, Notting Hill remain one of the
best dressed hockey squads in the region!
Angie Farrag, Year 13
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Our Outing To Tom Kitten

We went on the coach to the Unicorn Theatre. We saw "Tom Kitten", but it was only
part of it. We stopped for our break. Before break we saw Miss Moppet. A
cupboard opened and a mouse sang "Apply Dapply has little sharp eyes. In
somebody's cupboard there's everything all charming for mice". Miss Moppet said,
"My poor head", and wrapped it in a cloth. She caught a mouse and threw him. He
jumped out of the hole.
After break we saw some more. It was Tom Kitten. We saw Benjiman Bunny and a
woman who dressed up as a Beatrix Potter. Benjiman put his paw on the piano.
Felicity Martin
1L
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Once upon a time a little egg lay on a leaf. One fine morning the warm sun came up
and out of the egg came a tiny and very hungry caterpillar. He started to look for
some food. On Monday he ate one apple but he was still hungry. On Tuesday he ate
through two pears but he was still hungry.
Sophia Djili
lB

My Rabbit
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My five rabbits are black, white and grey,
They run through the garden all the day.
They go to their hutches when they want to sleep.
Greens are the best thing they like to eat
Except for long grass which they like more
Only available from the garden next door.
Harriet Shepherd.
2H
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Ballet
I go to ballet
I go to ballet
I like to dance
We learned a lovely reindeer prance
Our uniform is raspberry pink
It can be very hard I think
Don't run about but hop and skip
Be very careful not to trip.
CWV^-jQ1AV5 is

Harriet Smith 2S

A Golden Sunset Evening
On a golden sunset evening when the swallows fly swiftly home, golden and crimson
sun beams streak across the sky and make the clouds which are pure white pinkish
with light, graceful deers come out to play, bounding around the fields. The sharp
hearing rabbits come out and leap around. When the sleek red fox comes, they bound
down their burrows. Soon the sunset will whisk away to leave darkness and stars.
Then the bat will wake up and fly and swoop away to catch its meal and the owl glides
away to catch rats mice and voles. Deep into the forest eyes stare out and creepy
noises can be heard when midnight chimes.
Thulasi Naveenan
3H

Fireworks
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They lit the fire.
I was worried.
I was nervous.
It was exciting!
The sparklers were glistening.
They were glowing
Blue,
Green,
Silver, Red.
It was fantastic!
Crackle,
Sizzle,
Bang,
Pop,
Whirl,
Swirl.
What a noisy night.
I was happy.
by Madeleine Thaddeus 38
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The Skeleton
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Bony fingers, bony nose,
Bony Kneecaps, bony toes,
Jingle Jangle down the street,
Frightens everyone he meets.

I
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Trips upon a paving stone,
Turns into a pile of bones,
Tries to put himself back straight,
But ends up in the doggie's plate.
Lk.c'oQk*'
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By Eleanor Gibbs
4D

Seasons
Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter
These are the four seasons.

I

Winter is grey, frosty and white
When Jack frost comes out at night.
All the birds fly away
Leaving it all dimpled and grey
Summer is warm, sunny and bright.
All the days are long and light.
The leaves are green the sky is blue.
There are always lots of things to do.
Spring is happy, fresh and new.
Blossom and flowers covered in dew.
All the animals feed and grow.
And learn all that their mothers know.

Loc"Y
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A Wishing Spell

Autumn is cool, damp and foggy.
All the rain makes forests boggy.
The amber leaves fall off the trees.
Swirling in the wintry breeze.

A lamb's brain
Seaside rain
A sister's nail
And a snail's trail.

Frances Cartwright 5S

Baked slime
Caked with vine
Combined with wine
Extra lime
An eye from the blind
Berries as well, not the nice kind.
Do this well or you'll be in hell
This makes a wishing spell.
Sophie Horton 4S
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The Exam
On one winter's morning,
While the sun was still dawning,
We were sitting at our desks,
Waiting for the big test.
Our teacher hands the papers out,
"Now start writing," she begins to shout,
Our pencils are scribbling,
Our fingernails we are nibbling,
I start hoping it won't be too bad..
And suddenly I can't remember how to add!
Panic strikes me,
What's the answer to number three?
What is seven add sixty three?
I know the answer, it's seventy.
After three-quarters of an hour,
In my seat I cower,
The last question at last,
Hornc. Sik-0..w,cko
It's a hard one, oh blast!
"Put down your pencils", the teacher turns to us to say,
All of us obey.
Phew, now I can have a rest,
Now for the English test!!

O*

0
0

O

Nicola Sacks
6H

A New England Autumn
The leaves are turning,
A reddish burning,
Yellow and green,
Like never before seen.

"The Swallow"

The sun is shining,
A bright yellow blinding,
Trees up high,
Touching the sky.

In a deep blue sky,
There soared a joyful bird,
A tiny little swallow,
Flew quiet, unheard.

Rivers flowing,
No wind blowing,
It's Autumn time
And it's all mine.

I watched, as the tiny thing,
Perched on a nearby tree,
And saw its little beady eye,
Which seemed to be observing me.

Jessica Jones
5W

Kasia Bereza
6G
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Diana Boydell, Yr 12

Still Life

Louisa Preskett, Yr 11
GCSE Examination
'Illusion'

Rachel Conroy, Yr 11
GCSE Examination
'Illusion'

Doris Cheng, Yr 10
Self Portrait

, 4 _ 1#oift$
TE OUTREACH PROGRAMME.
The Outreach programme was organised by the school and the Royal
Academy of Arts for all the sixth formers who have eagerly chosen to take A-level
art. Two instructors from the Academy came to teach and encourage us to use
charcoal in ways which we would never have considered before. The programme
was centred around a nude model (female unfortunately !) and throughout the
day many sketches were drawn from her.
The aim of the programme was to employ techniques that we never would
have dared to attempt. One of our tasks was to erase our fellow artists' charcoal
sketches with our bare hands! The day was divided into sections, where in each
one we explored a different approach to charcoal and pastel drawing. After
lunch, we were shown slides of various artwork and were asked to criticise them.
Moreover, the company invited us to participate in the making of a video
which will be shown to other schools. It involved us giving our views on how we
felt about certain works of art.
Overall it was an enlightening experience, and the session was enjoyed by
both the students and the art teachers (who also participated) and we hope to
repeat it in the near future.
BY MARGARET KHOR. YEAR 12.
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GOLF-THE NEW CRAZE TO
HIT THE STAFF ROOM!

I have long been a subscriber to the
school of thought that thinks that
'whacking a ball alleviates stress' and
whacked them even before I knew what
stress was. When I was very young,
the balls were cricket balls and these
gradually gave way to tennis balls,
squash balls and table tennis balls, until
I finally went the way of all flesh and
took up golf.
I first took up a golf club about thirty
years ago, but didn't really play
seriously until about five years ago,
when I got my handicap, and last year I
became 'Lady Captain' of the club.
As our club is quite small, and I
wanted to make sure I had plenty of
ladies for matches, I became a 'oneman' recruiting agency for the club,
and anyone who evinced the slightest
interest got dragged along. Mrs
Strange, Ms Butterfield and Miss Daly
came into this category. They joined
the club and had spectacular success:
Ms Butterfield had a 'hole-in-one' and
Miss Daly won three Medals (the
monthly competitions when you hope
you'll cut your handicap). Ms
Butterfield is temporarily out of
commission, until she has their baby,
but we look forward to seeing her back
(with the baby in a special trolley?) and
wish all three continued success in their
golf.
It's been a very busy year with very
many matches and competitions to
arrange and buy prizes for, and in many
ways it's been a great experience, but I
think I am now ready to hand over to
the next Captain. However, I'll still be
whacking balls this coming year and
hoping to get my handicap down still
further or at least to play to it.
Christine Jenkins Head of IT

NATIONAL DANCE
There are lots of different national
dances, including Mazurkas and Polskas.
The national dances come from all over the
world. Places that they come from include
the Isle of Man, Denmark, Sweden,
Finland, the Netherlands and Norway
National dances are usually danced in
couples or small groups, and are often
performed on special occasions or at social
gatherings. The dances consist of lots of
complicated steps.
National dancing is taught in grades,
starting at grade one and continuing up to
grade four, pre-elementary, elementary,
intermediate and advanced. Once you have
passed your advanced exam you can
qualify for a teachers' training course. For
the exam you have to do a project on all the
countries that you have learnt dances from
in your grade. In the exam you have to do
several group dances and one solo dance. If
you pass your exam you move up one
grade.
This form of dancing is a very good way
to keep fit. It is fun to learn and perform
these dances. I do national dancing every
Wednesday for one hour. I've been doing
national dancing for five months. I'm
already in pre-elementary because I do lots
of other dancing as well. I'm going for my
pre-elementary exam in May and if I pass
I'll be moved up to elementary. Every year
my dance school does a show at the
Questors Theatre, which will include
national dancing.
by Sinead Greene
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St David's Home

Skiing

Once a week I visit St David's
Home on Cleveland Road with Abigail
Harrison and talk to the residents. It is
a rest home for ex-servicemen with
three wards, St. Thomas's St. Joseph's
and St. Anne's, and altogether there are
approximately fifty men living there.
Over the past four months we have
regularly visited an eighty-seven year
old called Walter. A relatively new
patient at St David's, he moved in six
months ago, leaving his home and wife
in Neasden as she was no longer able to
look after him. Walter likes company
and enjoys talking about his time as a
long distance runner, (he missed the
Olympics by a tenth of a second!), his
job with the railway and his wife,
children and grandchildren. The staff
there are very kind and patient and
worked especially hard over Christmas
to create a festive and inviting
atmosphere. It is at this time of year in
particular that families and friends are
missed, which is why regular visits
from young people can be helpful. It
has been quite a humbling and
rewarding experience and I would urge
those who have some time to spare to
visit St David's, or any other rest
home.
by Caroline Jacobson

My favourite holidays are the ones
where I go skiing. I started skiing when I was
five years old and, ever since the first wobbly
session, I have always loved it! You don't
need to go abroad to a ski resort if you want to
practise. In fact there are lots of dried ski
slopes in Britain. One of the good things about
skiing is that anyone can start and, once you
are used to the snow, it is really good fun.
Normally on a skiing holiday you end
up wasting what seems like 60% of your time
queuing for ski lifts, but never fear! If it's a
chair lift you normally get a breathtaking
aerial view of the piste. The most
embarrassing thing I have ever done when
skiing, was when my leg got caught on a Tbar drag lift as I got off. It dragged me along
until the lift operator thankfully stopped the
lift! Anyway, apart from the dangerous
moments, I love skiing!
by Anna Graham 7N

Caroline visiting Walter
'z'ixi
On Saturdays I go to a school called Rostam to learn my language which is
Farsi. It's a bit like English schools. The only difference is that every three months you
have to take an exam and at the end of the year they look at all of your marks and
decide whether you are good enough to move up into the next class and if you will be
able to cope. There are classes from reception up to GCSE classes.
At the moment I am in the class which is equivalent to Year 7. I get homework every week from the storybook we have. We normally have to copy out the story
or poem, do some of the questions, learn the dictation of the story and things like that.
I go to school from 1 o'clock to 5 o'clock. At 4 o'clock! and a couple of other people
go to the drama club. We put on shows at the end of the academic year, or at our New
Year celebrations, called Norooz, which is on the 22nd March. I love doing these
things out of school.
Mana Hendessi 7E
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(5 c4affense tjou to ii bud............
Monday 4th December 8.45pm:

Qualities needed:

"What do you mean we're doing assembly

a)Considerable aggression.

tomorrow?!!"

b)The ability to identify weedy opponents.

"What? Are we?"

c)Willingness to put up with childlike strops from

"You just said we were!"

big men who really should know better.

"Did 1?"

d)Willingness to communicate with some members

Recriminations aside we had twelve hours before

of the opposite sec (occasionally).
e)Masochistic desire to be sliced into bits by mad

e were due to get up on stage and perform to a
critical and semi-comatose audience.

people in medieval costume.

"1 think you'd better come over."
What you do:

"That sounds like a good idea

a)Stand on a piste (a bit of ground).
Monday 4th December ii .45pm

b)Wave a pointed stick around ((oil, epee or sabre)

"Beatie Bourgignon? Tagliatelle a la Rhona?"

c)Aim at your opponent's mask, jacket or most

"What are you going on about?"

sensitive parts.

"Just thinking what Miss Ashle?'ll do to us if we

d)Scream in frustration when you lose.

cop out."

e)Become a lifelong cynic and sit in front of "The

"Wh? did 1 let you talk me into this?"

Three Musketeers" or any theatrical production and

"What? Me? You talked me into it!"

say "That's wrong for a start" and "What's he

We had the props. We had the incentive (if we

doing? tie's a dead man

didn't do it, we would be chopped up into small

gather their strength to knock you out.

"while all your friends

cubes and fed to the Junior School) and we
Who you have to be:

definite!y had a captive audience. All that
remained was to think of fifteen minutes worth of

ANYONE! (Especially anti-school school sports

things to say and put it into some kind of order.

activists and Newbury bypass protesters)

And we now had nine hours left....

by Beatie tlitchman and Rhona Muir Year ii

Tuesday 5th December 8.4Sam
The moment had arrived. We, along with some help
from our good friends Bill? and Johnny, were
about to tell you everything you'd ever wanted to
know, and a considerable number of things you'd
never wanted to know, but were going to find out
anyway, about the sport of fencing. And in case
you've forgotten already, to recap:
..Si1iS l4&
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It's a shame that few people stick with
their hobbies as they get older. I get so
much enjoyment both from dancing
myself and from teaching. There's
nothing like a huge room of eight year
old girls and boys at nine o'clock on a
Saturday morning, to wake and cheer
you up. Shows are great fun and
examinations a challenge. Both build up
your confidence and posture and you
can take it from me that more and more
boys are taking up dance!
Was it worth it? Definitely. I've
enjoyed almost every minute of it and
as they say, it's a funny old game!

RC4
The earliest memory I have of a
dance show is standing in the wings,
refusing to go on stage, dressed as a
bunny rabbit, at the age of four. Twelve
years later, and there I was again,
watching from the wings, except this
time I'm watching a group of four year
olds performing a dance I've taught
them, and they're not dressed as bunny
rabbits. I've been desperately trying to
find an analogy for that twelve year
battle to become a qualified ballet
teacher, and I think the best I can come
up with is a game of football. You need
stamina, commitment and a will to win.
There will always be a coach
"encouraging" you from the side line.
There'll be days when you get fouled
and days when you get a penalty. It can
be the most uplifting, earth-shattering
game, but also the most hard-going.
And there'll always be a referee
examining your every move, who will
not always agree with you. But at the
end of the day, you get a sense of
satisfaction, a nice deep bath and a
lovely pair of muscly legs.
The sad thing about ballet
teachers is that we are a dying breed.

Charlotte Mooney 12S
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there are often fun sun sessions, race
training and club racing.
Club racing is a formal set of
races with a set starting time and a
committee boat. The committee boat
puts up the flags to warn people for ten
minutes and five minutes before the
start of the race and a flag to tell people
to go.
Lots of people go sailing and
everyone is really friendly. Sailing is an
excellent, fun sport. So get out onto
the water and have a go!
by Rebecca Franks 7N

Every weekend I go sailing. Sailing is a
good sport if you like wind and water
and don't mind getting totally soaked.
Places to sail are easy to find as they
are dotted around in many different
places. At most sailing clubs and
schools you can complete Royal
Yachting Association (RYA) badges.
There are lots of levels and there are
junior, teenage and adult courses.
These are great fun. As well as those,
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K SHADOWING EXPERIENCES

After their GCSE's Year 11 spent two weeks experiencing the world of work. Girls
went into all areas of work including medicine, teaching, accountancy, and the more
unusual archaeology. Judging by the reports written, everyone involved enjoyed
themselves tremendously and found the experience invaluable. Here are a selection of
the comments made and reports written.

WHAT DID YOU ENJOY ABOUT YOUR WORK EXPERIENCE?
Playing on the Internet!
Cetlilup iihl 1U01

Meetin,0,
Being treated as an adult at last!

118#0
i'e011191

wrestling with dogs at the animal rescue centre!
When I arranged to do work experience with the animal rescue
organisation, all I thought the work would involve was travelling around
London picking up stray animals, "throwing" them in the back of the van and
quickly re-housing them in a loving home. However, I soon learned I had
been mislead by all those T.V. programmes, such as "Animal Hospital", which
make everything look so easy. Caring for animals is definitely not a
glamorous job. I was scratched (not intentionally I must point out - at least I
hope not!), bitten, jumped on, pulled over, slobbered over - the list goes on
and on.
I have never been so exhausted in all my life, and by the end of it I felt
like I'd lost at least a stone (although unfortunately it turned out my
imagination had been running away from me!). It was also during this time
that I encountered the most embarrassing experience of my life. How do you
think it feels to walk eleven dogs in the park, (simultaneously!), and have
every person within a hundred feet staring at you with their jaws on the
ground? Definitely not a job for wallflowers!
During my work experience I did a wide variety of jobs, from "simply"
bathing an epileptic lizard (!) to performing my first (and last) "haircut" on a
rottweiler. I had the opportunity to travel all over London visiting kennels, the
RSPCA, people's homes and even the Bunny Park with a hyperactive goat in
the back seat of a mini! All in all it was a thoroughly enjoyable experience
and I'd recommend it to anyone who loves animals. Be warned though. You'll
be based in a normal house in which you'll be sharing the T.V. with twenty
one dogs who always come first. If you thought the common room was noisy
I
you haven't heard anything yet
Emily Harakis Year 12

The post trial celebration
drinks were good fun!

The food was excellent!
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The people I worked with
had really good jobs and a
nice lifestyle - it makes all
the effort now seem worthwhile.

WHAT

DID

'Wow 44* aM4

You LEARN FROM YOUR WORK EXPERIENCE?
ft(4 m4

How to calm lots
of angry animals down1

dOi4tONed4q.
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I'D HATE TO BE STUCK IN
THAT I WANT TO BE A HIGH ACHIEVER

A I)EAI) END JOB!

how to identify bronze - age artefacts
In the summer of 1995, I went on my work experience with the Oxford Archaeological
Unit. I had been accepted as a volunteer on a dig in Eton. I arrived on the first day of the dig,
which went on throughout the summer. This was a great benefit as everyone was new and a bit
nervous, and as we are all in the same boat, it was easy to make friends. We all stayed in tents on
the park grounds, which were a ten minute walk from the archaeological site that we excavating.
Tim Allen was the director of the site and below him were various other supervisors and
volunteers. Since all the volunteers and supervisors camped together, we all mixed readily and
Tim Allen, the boss, was treated as such.
I was slightly shocked on the first day, as the dining room was a converted barn and we
all slept in four men army tents, which were freezing at night and boiling during the day. There
was such a mix of people that I didn't really know what to expect. I met people from all over
England and Scotland, all at different universities and schools. There were even people from
America. I met a Yale student and a girl who studied in Canada. The students varied from ages
18-25, and the majority of them were doing some kind of of further education involving
archaeology.
The week I spent in Eton was a wonderful experience. I learnt so much about
archaeology and about life. I now know how to recognise artefacts from the bronze age and how
to identify them. I worked manually and learnt how to use different tools efficiently. This is
essential for any woman who wants to get into archaeology, so that she can show that she can
work as hard as any man. I was also taught how to record data which is essential for success. It
was such an amazing thing to be able to talk to and learn from the other volunteers, about what is
involved in an archaeological degree at university. Also, by talking to the supervisors, I learnt
about how hard it is to find work, what the pay is like and other details about the job.
I enjoyed the whole experience of the dig. It was so refreshing to actually be out of school
and be taking part in such an exciting project. Every day something new was discovered and
every body had a chance to see and handle something thousands of years old. To discover
something so precious and historically important takes hours, days sometimes years of backbreaking labour. But when it happens to you, the thrill is indescribable.
Everyone there was so friendly and fitting in was much easier than keeping your distance.
In fact, I am still in contact with a good friend from the dig and we plan to go again this summer.
I love the fact that I was actually doing what I had wanted to do for years. I have wanted to be an
archaeologist for a long time now, so actually taking part in an excavation made me see what it
was really like and reinforced my ambition of some day succeeding.
Katy Mullan 12S

THE PEOPLE I V#VRKED V,ITN SPENT
MORETIME ORCANISINQ THEIR SOCIAL
LIFE THAN V1)RI(INQI

I really do not like offbest

I 'ant to be eaming a
lot of inone4g one
THERE NEEDS TO BE MORE $VMEN
IN THE TOP POSITIONS-THEY WERE ALL MEN!

Work hard, play hard!
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Teacher V Pupils
Trivia
We come to school in order to learn what teachers have to say, but in a broader
context, just how much do they know? The challenge was on - at an equal level, who
would have the greatest general knowledge? A random selection of ten teachers and
pupils were asked the following questions

The Questions
1. What is the longest insect in the world?
2. Zapata, Juares and Pancho Villa were political leaders in what country?
3. Which five musicians made up 'Take That'?
4. How high is a netball goalpost?
5. What reason did the Russians give for not going to the 1984 summer Olympics?
6. Where did Reggae music originate?
7. The Victoria Falls is on the border of which two countries?
8. How many zeros are there in a billion?
9. What are the two leading football teams in Spain?
10. What is the official birthday of every horse?
11. What is another name for the Aurora Borealis?
12. How many pie shaped segments are there on a dart board?
13. What is the present day name for Constantinople?
14. Which hero in Greek mythology wore a pair of winged sandals?
15. Who wrote 'On the Road'?
16. Who wrote the 'Mr Men' books?
17. In 'The Magic Roundabout' which character plays a guitar?
18. Who won best British newcomer in the 1996 Brit Awards?
19. How many different lines are there on the London underground?
20. What is the chemical symbol for salt?
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Shockingly most people failed to get even half the questions right, we can only assume
this is a tragic misrepresentation of the usual NHEHS standard.
Surprisingly enough 100% of pupils asked knew the full names of all five members of
Take That, whereas a pathetically out of touch 0% of teachers completed the question
- the closest answer being 'Mark Owen, Robbie?, Gary Barlow & two other saps'
(certain male English teachers prepare to be mobbed by at least ten offended girls!)
Teachers fared better with the more 'intellectual' questions and all seemed familiar
with the Greek wearer of winged sandals. However, I feel bound to express shock at
one be-spectacled Geography teacher who failed to identify the correct whereabouts of
the Victoria Falls!
Pupils showed their superiority with identifying stick insects and naming football
teams, although it seems that someone among you is convinced that somewhere out
there roams a rabbit with sideburns and a beard!
However in the end someone had to emerge victorious and the overall results were:
Average pupil 51%
Average teacher 42%
So there you have it, official proof that teachers do not know everything - contrary to
their assertions!
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The A-Level Fair

I e Sixth Form q
HII

On the afternoon of
Thursday, November 9th 1995, the
A-Level fair took place in the gym.
Staff and current A-Level students
gather to try to advertise their
subjects to the confused Year 11, in
order to give them some idea of what
is on offer. This involves setting up a
stand for each A-Level subject,
providing information in the form of
textbooks, syllabuses, background
material, and, in some cases, exciting
video displays.
These were all
capably (wo)manned by staff and
students.
Year 11 drifted around, at first
feeling extremely disheartened by
the enormity of the decisions they
were about to make. However,
gradually they began to feel less and
less uncertain as they went from stall
to stall. By the end of the afternoon,
we had all gained confidence and
were feeling a lot happier about our
choices, and a great deal surer of
what was on offer.
That evening, many of us returned,
with our parents, and took them
around the stalls to give them an
idea of what we wanted to study.
Mrs. Whitfield, Mrs McKeigue, and
Mrs. Sergeant gave talks on making
the right choices and 6th Form Life.
Many thanks to all the staff and 6th
Formers who kindly gave up their
time to give us an interesting and
informative afternoon and evening.

Monday, 15th April, and the big day had
arrived. After months, well six weeks,
of organisation, the 1996 Sixth Form Ball
was finally happening. However, it was not
all plain-sailing. While the rest of the sixth
form were busy buying, finding, borrowing,
and cleaning their dresses e.t.c. Katy Mullan
and myself were making an assortment of
desperate phone calls. Due to a number of
unforeseen circumstances and
misunderstandings, Oscar's Night Club had
still not received their money. With threats of
cancellation and other such things, Katy and I
were thrown into total panic. Nevertheless,
by 6:30pm the problem had been fixed and
all that was left now was deciding what to
wear, and stressing that no-one would come,
the music would be bad, would everybody
enjoy themselves, e.t.c. e.t.c.? By 8:00pm, we
were outside Oscar's ready to meet everybody
at the door and make sure they were allowed
in!
Soon people started to arrive and the party
got into full swing. Everyone seemed to be
enjoying themselves, and it was great to see
each other after three whole weeks of
holidays.
There were of course the usual couples, and
for those who were not already coupled the
usual eyeing up and praying syndrome.
In true sixth form style there were the few
who drank too much and began to regret it as
the evening wore on, and then there were the
ones who lived to regret what they had done
the night before the morning after. All in all,
a good time was had by everyone, and we are
looking forward to next year's!!
by Helena Kulesza Yr12

Beatie Hitchman Yr 11

63

PRIZE WINNERS 1996
CATHERINE BARBER

CLAIRE CASSAR
VICTORIA COHEN
ELIZABETH CONROY
NATAUE COOPER-HALL
SWINDA ESPRIT
KAMINI GAUTAM
LUCY HAMMOND
SARAH HERITAGE
ROSANNA HILL
KATHERINE HUGHES
LINDA KALCOV
ELIZABETH KNIGHT
SARAH LAWRENCE
CLAIRE MINASIAN
JENNIFER MORAN
NISHA NAThWANI
LYDIA OSA-FIRMINGER
SHAZIA OVAISI
LOUISE PALMER
CLARE PARTRIDGE
SIMONE RADCLYFFE
JOANNA RAYNER
FIONA REES
LUCY ROBINSON
JENNIFER RYAN
GENEVIEVE SABIN
EMILY SAWYER
NADIA TARELLI
SARAH WOLF

RAMONA INSALACO
SARAH JACOBS
RUTH WRAGG
ASHLEY PERRIN
STEFANIE BALON
SARAH HAGGER

SUZANNE LUBICZ-NAWROCKA
EMILY LOUKES

Pelham Brown Prize for Government & Politics
Siemaszko Prize for Mathematics
Jolowicz Prize for Physics
Julie Stafford Cup for services to the PE Department
School Prize for Art
Pelham Brown Prize for History
Friends of the Trust Prize for French
James Prize for German
Old Girls' Prize for Drama
Levitt Prize for Chemistry
Chick & Wood Prize for Science
Pelham Brown Prize for History
Gala Prize for Geography
James Prize for Music
Campbell Prize for Woodwind
Gregory Prize for PE
Aplin Prize for Art
Parents' Guild Prize for History of Art
Gala Prize for Geography
School Prize for Art
KInn Prize for Biology
Sacerdoti Prize for Chemistry
Gilmour Prize for Classics
Howcroft Prize for Mathematics
School Prize for Art
School Prize for Progress in French
School Prize for Art
Marriot Prize for services to the Music Department
School Prize for Art
Parents Guild Prize for Theatre Studies
Friends of the Trust Prize for Progress in Art
Parents' Guild Prize for Theatre Studies
Allwright Prize for Music
School Prize for Art
Kerr Prize for Mathematics
Strachan Prize for Mathematics/Science
Allwright Prize for Music
School Prize for Art
Prize for services to the Drama Dept.
Merrifield Prize for English
Holmes & Lanegan Prize for Humanities
Hayman Award for services to the school
Hayman Award for services to the school
Hayman Award for services to the school
Friends of the Trust Prize for outstanding
services to the school
Old Girls' Association Prize for Deputy Head Girl
Parents' Guild Prize for Debating
Price Prize for English
Religious Studies Prize
Old Girls' Association Prize for Deputy Head Girl
Friends of the Trust Prize for French
Old Girls' Association Prize for Deputy Head Girl
Miss Percy's Prize for Head Girl
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the team that brought you the little ShOp of
horrors

27, 28, 29, 30, november

now presents

1996.

