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EDITORIAL  
Editor: Neil Martin 

Deputy Editors: 
Niko Downie - Archives and general material 
Paul Dixon - General Material 
Gareth Holmes - General Material 
Peter Kingsnorth - Production, typing 
Mark Sleep - Sports material 

• This year's edition of the magazine is only the second edition after a nine-year 
. 	. 

gap, and we hope that 'we can present it to everyone interested in the school. 

Although the school and the OBA have commissioned the magazine, the pupils have 

written everything in it themselves. 

One thing that struck us as we looked through the archives of the magazine stretching 

back to 1904 vras the amazing range of articles on a huge variety of subjects. This 

year, we have tried to recreate this by including a range of articles that look at a variety 

of subjects, as well as personal comment from people and a few humorous ones too. 

We have copied last year's magazine to the extent that we have included articles from 

the archives- some we—found 	wui e kit) -good—to -leave-out! —However, -we have 

reintroduced 'School Notes' for: the,first time since 1986. 

Two articles that we have included this year have particular poignancy; editorials from 

1918 and from 1938. As I write this in Armistice Week, I am reminded of the 

enormous death toll from both World Wars. On Monday of this week (91h  November), 

I sat down to look at magazine no. 21 (December 1918) which includes a list of Old 

Boys of the school who died in the First World War. The magazine is not large enough 

to reproduce here, except to say that six young men , died at Jutland alone, and one 18 

year old died four days before the armistice. I feel that it is particularly important in 

this 80th anniversary year that we all remember those men and women who gave their 

lives fighting for King and Country and a better world, in both World Wars, and in 

wars before and since. 

All that is left for us to say is that we extend our best wishes to everyone who reads 

this issue, and to say "we hope you enjoy it!" 

N.M., P.D., ND., G.H., P.K., M.S. 

November '98 



DHS Old Boys' Association 
President - The Headmaster 

Chairman - A V Porter 
22 Forest Avenue 
Peverell 
PL3 5DA 
Tel: 01752 777428 

Hon Membership D Rowe 
Secretary -17 Compton Avenue 

Plymouth 

Tel: 01752 266488 

rrhe second AGM of the re-formed DHSOBA took place on 9 July 1998. The date 
I was chosen to coincide with the school sports day. . We had hoped that this might 

prove an incentive for you to attend the AGM but we regret that our hopes were 
unfounded. Apart from committee members there were only three others with one 
apology, perhaps next year an evening AGM would be better attended. 

Our Membership Secretary reports that we now have over 1,000 names on the 
data-base. Last year we had 225 subscribing members, an encouraging start, which 
enabled us to produce the Magazine plus the mail shots. To date only 78 members have 
renewed their subscription, so please look out the banker's order sent to you, and return 
it completed to our Mimbership Secretary. It was approveciat the AGM that the annual 
sub would remain at £5.00 with a concession for the under 25's of a minimum of £2.00. 

We are hoping to report on current activities or movements of Old Boys, in the 
Magazine. If anyone has information which they consider may be of interest to their 
contemporaries, or indeed, of any other Old Boys, please let us know. Most important 
of course would be changes of address. 

During the year the school was visited by C F Franken, a Dutch Old Boy, and his 
family: Mr Franken was at DHS during the last war - his father being a serving member 
of the Dutch Navy. The whole family were impressed with the school and its activities, 
despite the building renovations which were taking place. We hope to see them again 
when they re-visit Plymouth. 

We understand that there are various reunions being organised throughout the county 
by year groups. Reports of such reunions would be very welcome for insertion in the 
Magazine. If the committee can help in any way in tracing members, we would only be 
too pleased to do so. Conversely names and addressed would be welcome of all those 
who have attended such reunions so that we may check details against the data base. 



3 	 DEVONPORT HIGH SCHOOL OLD BOYS 
ASSOCIATION 

(Bath & Bristol Branch) 

President - J.M.Widdecombe Esq. C.B., OBE. 

Chairman: G. Allin Esq: 	 Secretary : HDD Thomas 

3 Wild Orchard 	 53 Connaught Mansion 

Faulkland 	 Gt. Pulteriay Si. 

Bath BA3 5XJ 	 Bath BA2 4BP 

Tel/Fax 01225 464964 

ince, our last notes, members of the branch and their wives have met up 

Oon three occasions. In March, Norman Chaff arranged a skittles evening at 

the Civil Service Club which was very well attended and was rounded off with 

a buffet supper. In early October we had our steak supper which attracted the 

usual good following despite.a-number of members-being-away on -holiday 

commitments. 

In May we held our annual dinner, at which we were once again honoured in 

a very satisfactory meal the "Head" gave us a mini "Speech Day" talk on the 

achievements of the school over the previous year. All of his listeners were 
• ,. • 

educated in the days of School . Certificates and Higher School Certificates but 

we were nevertheless .very impressed with the results of today's scholars, and 

perhaps more so by the variety of activities which are available to the young 

people at school today. 

We would be, delighted to welcome any "Old Boy" who happens to be in the 

area at the time of any of our functions. A call to the Secretary at the number 

above or to the Treasurer (between V November and 30th  March) on 01225 

317381 will confirm the date and place.. 



Henry Whitfeld 
	 4 

Pupil 	 1914 - 1927 
Teacher 	 1934 - 1969 

/host of our subscribers are aware that the 2' July marked the 90th birthday of 
1.V1Henry Whitfeld; who is in Parliamentary terms is probably the 'Father of the Old 
Boys'. 

The Committee on your behalf presented Henry with a framed painting of the school, a 
painting he has always admired. 

Henry, who is still fairly active, and still driving his car, told us that he was quite 
overwhelmed by the large number of congratulatory cards he had received. His only 
problem, he told us, was-how he could thank all the ()Id Boys for their good wishes, so 
on behalf of Henry and ourselves, we would say "Thank you to all those who did 
remember Henry's special day". We would also add 'Here's to the next ten!'. 

Alan Porter 

•• 	 . 

Henry Whitfeld 
Sunset Cottage 

Harrowbeer Lane 
Yelverton 

Devon PL20 6EA 
Tel: Yelverton 853533 

• ■ •• 	 20 - 7 - 98 

Dear Old Boys, 

A s this is the first time your Chairman has invited me to write to the re-constituted 
—1DHS Old Boys Association, may I start by expressing my deep gratitude for the 

wonderful, spontaneous ovation you gave me at the 'Pavillions Theatre on the last day 
of the School Centenary Celebrations. It is an intensely moving memory which I shall 
treasure as long as I live. Thank you very much indeed. 

And now, closely following my celebration of my 90th  birthday, Alan Porter, your 
• • 

Chairman, and. Tony Wreford have presented to me, on your behalf, a large framed 
print of the 'magnificent south-west colonnade of the present Devonport High SChool 
for Boys. I have greatly admired this ever since . 1' futt. saw `the photograph and now I 
can feast my eyes on it whenever I wish! 

Thirdly; as I no longer have the strength or time to reply:to each individually - I wish to 
thank the 28 Old Boys who sent me cards or letters. I particularly value - and intend to 
keep - those which contain personal reminiscence of the days when they were at DHS 

. including the 'Cheeky Face' card sent me by Richard Sawle (1961-68), which captivated 
me! 
Thank you all. I wish you health, happiness and fUlfilment in the coming year, 

Henry Whitfeld 

• 



5  Duke. of Edinburgh Practice Expedition in the Brecon  
Beacons - October 1998  

A rriving in school with 65 litre packs on their backs, the pupils taking part in the 4-day 
practice expedition were ready for anything. The planned trip was to involve a journey up to 

Wales in the school minibus, on 'Wednesday 21' October, three nights in tents in the Brecon 
Beacon mountains, and journeying back on the evening of Saturday 24th  October. 

When the group arrived at the campsite, it was already dark, and after staggering down a field, we 
received instructions as to how to set our tents up. This was managed without mishap, and 
following a hot drink from water boiled on one of the ubiquitous methylated spirit burning 

• Trangias, I turned in for a well-earned rest. 

The next day breakfast was again prepared on a Trangia. In many cases the breakfast consisted of 
cereal, as the group had been warned against frying, as they would have to scour the pan 
afterwards! Luckily, as we were to sleep in the same campsite that evening, we were able to pack 
our tents without tents and a proportion of our kit. 

That day's walk was to prove the wettest of the trip. Taking turns to read the map and lead the 
group, the six pupils in each of the two parties set off in opposite directions (although walking the 
same route). It was a circular route, involving an ascent up to roughly 1500ft max. height. It was 
only as we began to gain height that the rain really started in earnest. The rain is how I will 
remember that walk in the future. It was heavy, and at the highest point of the walk, it was near 
horizontal. 

The group of six that I was in arrived back at the minibus after the other group, and we thus had 
to be inventive when it came to getting all six in with their packs, while soaking! Arrival back at 
the campsite saw that it was still raining. I tried to cook a potato meal, but the Trangia kept going 
out, and so we ate it cold. The next challenge was that we had to move our tent into the shelter of 
a nearby building to escape the wind, so we had to drag it 100m up a hill in the pouring rain. 
There was a climbing-eentre-et the -c-affipsite at-which-we were spending Ilursday_night_ This 
gave the group a chance to dry off completely in the reception area Climbing tuition was to 
follow that evening. 

The centre was to my eyes huge, and my suspicions were confirmed when I stepped inside in 
snug-fit climbing shoes. Part of the layout consisted of tonnes and tonnes of actual rock that had 
had holds bolted onto it in various places:This was totally new to me, as I had only ever in the 
past seen totally artificial climbing walls. There was even a tunnel through which to practice 
bridging moves! Progressing on from the traverse 1 metre above ground level, through the tunnel, 
and then onto the artificial climbing walls, I was really enjoying myself. This was new, but 
incredibly good fun. Once I had overcome my slight fear at looking down when at the top of the 
wall was immensely satisfying. I even attempted shinnying up the rope that led to the ceiling of 
the warehouse, but failed - I didn't see anyone in our group complete it, but I may be mistaken. 

Thankfully, Friday morning saw a lull in the storm, and the wind and rain had temporarily abated. 
This gave us a chance to pack up the tents and rucksacks without soaking them. By this time mud 
was a real problem for the whole group. 

The route that followed was a compromise, as we didn't wish to ascend very far at all bearing in 
mind the weather conditions. We were accompanied for part of the distance by Mr. Coombs (Mr. 
Adams took the other group of six). They then walked. back to collect the minibus and bring it 
around to the campsite. 

The trip had to be eventually cut short by one day, as on the Friday night the forecast was for us 
to have 2 inches of rain and gale force winds. As our planned campsite for that night was situated 
such that the wind would funnel straight down it, we decided to leave, and not get completely 
blown away in our tents. This was good news for many in the group, as by that time they were 
completely soaked, and didn't have any spare sets of dry clothes remaining in their packs. 

If I had to describe the in one word, that word would be RAIN. Whenever I am in a downpour 
now, I think of map reading in the driving horizontal rain in Wales with the school. 

Peter Kingsnorth 
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What do we want? 	 6 

One of the main aims of.ur Association is to provide a forum for Old Boys to meet. 

In an attempt to achieve this aim your Committee have organised a number of events but 
to date, the response has been somewhat underwhelming! 

So, here is the challenge -'Tell us what you would like us to do for'you'. 

I know that we are dispersed widely and this makes attendance at events difficult for 
many of you but this problem is not unique and I am sure that there is a solution out there 
somewhere. Swapping stories in print is not easy but it might be a start if you could put • 
pen to paper (or, more probably, fingers to keyboards - DHS has a website!) and drop us 
a line - either for inclusion in the Magazine or in a Newsletter it will be a start. And 
please do it now! If you leave it you know it will not get done!! 

If you are like me, and I bet that you are, the best way to build or re-establish a 
relationship is to talk face to face and with a glass in one hand! If you agree how are we ,• 
to make it happen? My own preference would be for an Annual Reunion Dinner - but v ;,. • 
where and when? Any other thoughts on the subject? 

Come on guys - overwhelm us with ideas! 

Pete Fielding 
(1955 - 62) 

PS - for anyone who dOesn't believe we think the same way try this: 

Think-of-a. number- from- i.  to-9;. n 1tiP4y that number- by-9; add the-two digits of the 
product; deduct 5. Hold that, number! if 1 = a, 2 =b, c =3 and so on think of the letter 
associated with that number. now the easy. bit!. Quickly think of a country beginning with 
your letter. Now take the next letter in the alphabet after the initial letter of your country 
and think of an animal. And now think of the colour of that animal. That's it - answer on 
the last page of this magazine. 

SCHOOL OVERVIEW  

f rom 1896 to the.present, Devonport High School for Boys has been a nest of 
academic, sporting, and artistic supremacy. From its beginnings on Albert 

Road to its presentimposing site in the old military hospitalin Stoke, the moves 
of the school from one site to another have failed to change its un-dying desire to 
succeed: Presently, the school is among the country's best, nurturing and 
developing the talent of its students. 

1. 
With improvements to the school site in constant .progress, the environment for 
learning and development is always evolving for the better. With a team of staff 
dedicated to bringing out the best in their students, young men leave the school 
with a head full of knowledge and a well-rounded personality. I am proud and 
feel privileged to be a part of this great institution. 

Niko Downie 
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7 	 SCHOOL NOTES  
rrhis is the firs.  ti.tinie for some years that "School Notes" has appeared, and we feel 
.1 that the time is right for its inclusion again. 

SOmething interesting to note this year is that, according to The Sunday Times, 
Devonport High School for Boys has the fourth largest number of Old Boys in "Who's 

1141 Who". We have 25 entries, more than Gordonstoun! 

Last year, we had 2 Olford Scholarships, 4 Lord Kitchener Scholarships. We also had a 
MOD Sponsorship. Last year's leavers also seemed to like international travel: one 
,exTupir took.up. teaching in Cuba, one went to Pakistan, and someone Nent to South 
krnerica. I:also know of several people whO travelled around Europe .or Asia before 
they went to University: 

• 
This year, many new staff havejoined the school: Mr Harrison-Jones to teach Physics; 
Mrs Howard (Home Economics); Mrs Headlam (Maths); Mrs Herdson (French); Mrs 
Sheridan (English); Mrs Thomas (Technology) and Miss Wilkinson (English and Media 
Studies). Also joining the team are Mr Taylor (IT Technician), Mrs McFarlane 
(Cheinistry Technician), Mrs Redforcr(Resources).and Mrs Hughes (Special Needs). 
Last but certainly not least, we say welcome back to John Bowden, after his very short 
retirement. 

Last term, several staff left: Mr Maso'n. (Maths), Miss Stevenson (English and Media 
Studies), Mrs Prouse (Home Economics). We wish them all well in die future. 

commEAT 
hen I started working on the magazine I felt proud to be part of this school's 
heritage, which- is what this magazine really is - by reading  this magazine  you.= 

reading history!. What I writeFere.  will he forever remembered inprint so I wish to say 
thank you for reading this magazine and I hope you enjoy the articles, and the messages 
that they bring. I feel that editorials can become boring so I will leave you with this 
message which I live by and hope you can too - "Always fight for Truth, Justice and The 
Proper Way." 

Gareth Holmes 

80:years ago. 

. „ . 
The Editorial of a School Magazine should confine itself to things of the School. Yet 
seven times in succession the D.H.S. Magazine has tinged its opening page with 
thoughts of war:. Could it be otherwise? Could an orgy of conflict involving 48,000,000 
Combatants, 20,000,000 casualties, a death-roll of 8,000,000 fail to move us, even if no 
Britisher had taken part. Small wonder then that the schools of our Empire are stirred 
when that Empire has contributed 8,000,000 men, suffered over 3,000,000 casualties 
including three :quarters of a pillion killed. The mind reels before such figures. 

"Itnagine the British dead to.  pass our school at quick march in columns of four, 
beginning nine o'clock on a Monday morning and to continue marching day and night. 
Eleven a.m. on Wednesday would be reached before the sad procession had gone by; 

-- and more than ten of those columns would in passing recognise the school as their own, 
•‘, where but a few years or even a few months ago they had beenpupils. 

When we try to recall all, that has happened since the April Magazine was issued, 
images and emotions so crowd upon one another as to become too blurred for clear 
expression. Save during the critical weeks of August, 1914, never ,did there seem to us 
at home such need of a square jaw as in last May, June and the early days of July. Yet 

Editorial, 1918 



all the while a supreme military genius, found at last, given a free hand at last - and only 
just in time - was, with grim smile, awaiting the decisive moment. Then he struck. In 8  
France, in Palestine, in the Balkans, in Italy blow after blow, planted with magic precision, 
at length rendered effective the spirit and the might of the Allied Armies. But no account, 
however brief, of the demoralisation and lightnmg collapse of the foe must omit, mention 
of the part played by the British-Navy. • We believe that in strategy, will power, 
concentration, of mind, insight and generalship, Foch and Napoleon were on a par. The 
latter, after achieving conquest after conquest for some fifeen years, ultimately failed. The 

. . former, in eight months of leadership, completely succeeded. This riddle is easily solved: 
Foch had the British Navy as a partner; Napoleon, as an opponent. It is well to remember 
this salient fact amid vague talk of some new and Utopian"Freedom of the Seas." 

Down the corridors of time, 1918 will pass as a Wonder Year. November, the month of 
glorious sunset skies - beloved of Meredith - will be for ever honoured. And "The Day," 
the eleventh of the eleventh month, when the Armistice was signed, when , a cruel and 
crafty foe, the avowed enemy of Right and Honour was compelled to lower his polluted 

,,. flag, will live throughout all future ages as the triumphant end of the greatest struggle - and 
,:dare we hope the last? - in the long history of freedom. 

• 
On the news being fully confirmed, the first feeling was that of relief. The terrible burden, 

, , carried for over four years, had suddenly slipped off. To relief succeeded joy. Yet the joy, 
. 	of the last few weeks has been tempered by sorrow: The fallen were not forgotten in the 

hour of victory. On Arniistice Day and the days following, thousands felt more attuned to 
silent meditation than open rejoicing. If the streets were full, the churches were not empty. 
For throughout our land, and other lands, there is scarcely a soul but has lost some relative 
or friend. To all such the truth enshrined in the lines: 

; • ‘'. '• "7'heiPe's a 'pang in all -rejoicing, 
There's a joy in the hearrof pain," 

will appeal,. dimly perhaps at first, but with ever-growing certitude as they realise that 
none of their .dead_have died in vain. 

With such thoughts as these, in which pride and regret and sure and certain hope commin-
gle, boys and old boys will read the Roll of Honour published in this issue. They will, we 
are sure, do more than read it. They will resolve that the sacrifice of those fallen heroes 
shall not lack some fitting commemoration. 
I?. H. Couchman 	 „. 

J1LTST.A. '11101LTIMMIC. . .  
ince the school magazine was revived a year ago, Devonport High. School for Boys has 

Ocontinued in its tradition of academic, artistic and sporting excellence. 

This past.year the school has been represented nationally by several teams and individuals, 
and some students have, been members of teams outside. school, competing county and 
nation wide, spreading the reputation of the school across the country and to a lesser but 
significant extent abroad. 

As improvements to the school site continue the environment for learning and develop-
ment is constantly evolving to suit .  students' needs. For example, changes are currently 
being made to the Sixth Form Centre in F-block to improve facilities for "A"level students. 

To conclude, the school is always striving to give the best in terms of education and other 
opportunities to its students. 

. 	• 
Anon. 
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9 	 Comment 

it is the mark of a true great that in the face of such adversity, in the shape of 
relatively poor facilities, the school continues to strive for a better environment for 

all. The apparent death of the formerly relentless drive for a new sports hall, it 
transpires, was simply needless negativity. The community activity centre awaits 
approval for a National Lottery grant, and remains very much alive. 

Cynics amongst us would also have us believe that the extensive external building 
work over the summer was in fact a devious means of disguising the poor state of our 
somewhat elderly limestone buildings. Again, this is simply not true. Now that the 
clouds of dust and mountain of scaffolding have begun a (somewhat slow) retreat, it is 
not with great pleasure that we may view the fruits of the builder's labours. The 
school's appearance is much improved, again demonstrating the value of a little effort. 

The same may be said of the increasingly impressive Sixth Form centre, which is 
currently undergoing extensive refurbishment. Gone is the era of a seldom-used stage 
and storage area, and in comes the epoch of a kitchen, coffee machines and pool 
tables. 

All teenage angst and cynicism aside, I feel that these efforts should be acknowledged. 
Therefore, before criticising the school for a lack of facilities, consider what efforts are 
being made to make life better. Change is very much underway. 

Paul Dixon 

84 years ago. . . 

1119_194Rois 9214atulary_  - - 
[An entirely imaginary interview with a harassed Magazine Editor.] 

It was in hiS den I foUnd him, in his editorial chair, 
In a mood of deep depression, in a mood of great despair. 

There he sat in tears surrounded by his editorial staff, 
Looking like a jilted lover on the cinematograph. 

"All is lost," he feebly muttered, "all my toil has been in vain, 
Wasted are my months of labour, lost the efforts of my brain. 

Manuscripts in tens of thousands, poems long and full of with 
Letters numerous and funny, criticisms opposite 

These, stis.true, were poured upon me, till my bosom swelled wit 
pride, 

And I said,' This Mag. at least will have success unqualified.' 

But I fear I spoke too quickly, I perceive to my dismay 
That, alas, the Mag. can never, never see the light of day. 

For, you see, it's bound to lack an editorial, because 



In the manuscripts I cannot find the most minute of flaws 	 10 

So I have no cause to grumble, and unless you that possess 
You can't write an editorial for the Mag. of D.H.S. 

And the Mag. without its foreword is unthinkable," he said, 
" 'Tis a sardine literary, with a body but no head." 

On his angilOh I had pity, sorrow nearly made me weep;, 
Sorrow for the would-be readers, sorrow most for Mr. R-p. 

So hereby I try to aid him, and his obstacle disperse, 
By presenting him a grievance - in the shape of feeble verse. 

S. Retep 	 (This represemnts how 'feel! -Ed.) 

Sports and Activities Report '98 
his year the school has enjoyed a wide variety of successes in all aspects of sport. 

J1. The much-admired "Sports Award" was awarded to our school this year, which 
proves our sporting excellence is progressing far beyond that of other schools in the 
area. 

The school has enjoyed the usual successes in the traditional sports of Football,. Rugby 
and,  Basketball. However this year we also came eighth in the National Swimming 
competition, this is the highest our school has ever come in this competition, and with 
the help of Peter Maleil-(-1-211)-and—various_members of_Year Ten, w_e_hope_to_go one 
better this year and come seventh. 

The school has had several individual successes in rugby with Gareth Williams of Year 
Ten getting into the South Devon Rugby squad. The Rugby squad of Years 12 and 13 
have had several successes this year, especially in one game where we won 55-7, with 
Dean Griffith of year 13 scoring a try when he received the ball at the touchline of our 
end. 

The school's Chess Club has had a huge success this year in the shape of Peter 
Goodchild and his team; they entered in the National Schools Chess championship and 
came highly placed. This was espeicially.  good as this was the first year the school had 
entered such a high level of competition in such a sport as chess. 

People would debate that Debating in itself is a sport. Even so it is something that the 
school is very good at, and with the team practising at every opportunity, they have got 
the rest of the country on the edge of their, seat about what argument they are going to 
put forward. Equally so is the Young Consumers - this year's team was placed amongst 
the top few schools in the country, this being a very strange competition to enter as it is 
more about business than sport. That is just what the uneducated masses may think, we 
however know better, and this is where we outpace other schools in every event we 
enter, by the sheer amount of attention and dedication we give to any task we set 
ourselves to do. This I am sure you would have seen for yourself when you attended the 
school many moons ago. Things will never change in a school that is so focussed on 
individual and team efforts as this establishment is. 
Mark Sleep 



11 . • 197 ATC Scan.  

9his year at the squadron we have achieved far beyond our expected potential, we 
have managed to be awarded the prestigious faicon" trcphyl- w.hich is only 

awarded to the best and most efficient of all the squadrong in the southWest. 

The squadron entered a 35-mile Ten-Tors team this year and also gained places in the 
45 and 55 mile teams representing the wing. Our 35 mile team came in to the finish 
line quite early, after battling,  against the 'elements , for the entire *Weekend, and 
suffering the hardships that Are characteristic of the event. The 45-mile team fared 
equally well even if they did cross the line about ten minutes before the end of the 
event. The 55 mile team bad a very hard time of it, with two members collapsing after 
the first day, and a. third:member quitting halfway through the second, this last 
retirement forcing the team to make an early withdrawal as without a minimum of four 
members they could not carry on. 

The squadron's sporting achievements have been equally as successful, with two 
members of the squadron involved in wing rugby and hockey, with a third coming 
highly placed in the national swimming. competition.. The squadron has a go-kart 
almost up and running thanks to the keen attention of CI, Mr Eato and Cdt Stevens. 
This is on schedule to be entered for racing later on next year. 

The squadron is always happy to see old cadets and is always very hospitable to them, 
often managing to rope them into organising something for us to do, so if you are in 
the vicinity on a Friday night 6:30pm to 9pm, or you have a child aged 13+ then come 
down and see what we now have to offer, and see if we compare to other squadrons. 

Cdt Mark Sleep (12B) 

Friday-Choir-trip toireland-'98 
For Several Years; the choir has fieen on a trip to Ireland Here is this year's report: 

7 s the famous Irish writer James Joyce put it, "The weather is as predictable as a 
fIchild's bottom". The same could be said of the annual Choir trip to Ireland - you 
just don't know what is going to happen! 

. 	. 
This year We left on Tuesday, July the 14th  at 6:15pm. We arrived in Pembroke in time 
to catch the 3:15am ferry (which was two and pa quarter hours late), and after a 
four-hour crossing, we arrived in the Emerald Isle. This year's crossing was unique 
because no one was sick (which makes a change! -Ed). 

We arrived at Kilree.Lodge at 1pm on the .1.5th, and relaxed for the rest of the day. The • 
pool table.  was especially popular. Kilree Lodge was run by a character called Paddy, 
who seemed to spend most of his time in the local pub (sensible bloke! -Ed.). Some:  
people may have tried the odd Irish tipple, but none of the staff of course (And no 
pupils under 18 either, 1 hope!-Ed).. 

On the Thursday (16th), we. visited the spectacular Cliffs of Moher, which are well 
worth a visit. Later on we:Went Ten Pin Bowling, and went to a ceilidh in the evening. 

Friday came round, and we paid a visit to the Killaloe Activity Centre, where I tried 	• 
Kayaking and Windsurfing; when we'd recovered from the day's exertions, we finally 
did some singing! We did very enjoyable concert in St John's cathedral in Limerick. 

On Saturday the 18th, we sang in Lismore church. This was probably the best concert 
of the whole trip - people travelled from miles around to see us. One lady said that she 



ri • 

was about to move to Wales; but would be back next year to see us. I didn't enlighten 12 
her to the fact that we will be in Paris in '99! We arrived back in Limerick in the small 
hours of the 19th, and as soon as we'd got off the coach, we hotfooted it to the Chinese 
takeaway, where someone put on a very unconvincing Chinese accent when ordering 
number 69. On the evening of the 19th, we sang during Evensong at St John's cathedral 
in Limerick, and sang a concert there as well. 

Monday the 20th was the final day, and we visited Galway, where people bought lots of 
second-hand clothes and some of the girls had henna tattoos done. Later that evening, 
we sang in the Galway Irish Crystal Heritage. Centre and then we went out for a final 
evening celebration, 

We arrived home tired but happy on the 21" of July. 

Becky McLauglin 

SCHOLASTIC STEREOTYPES  
Everyone knows that you can put school pupils into stereotypes - here are three exam-
ples: 

"The Stud": 

Jordan has just swaggered into class,, five minutes late. He grunts at the teacher by 
way of apology, and then accoSts his friends with "dude" and "how's it hanging?" 

. 
Meanwhile, the teacher stands by in a stunned silence, and then proceeds with the 
lesson, unwilling to reprimand this particular recalcitrant for fear bf a counter-attack. 

Jordan is the unrivalled, unequivocal school stud. What he wears to mufti days is the 
new school fashion, and what he wore last mufti day is very much "out". His sideburns 
extend down to the goatee he's .growing for the:simple reason that he is the only one 
who can grow them. His hair.ls the' most vivid peroxide yellow and (along with the 
Great Wall of China) is the only. manmade feature that can be seen from space; but it's 
cool because it's his hair. 

He has a list of ex-girlfriends that stretches around the world three and a half times, and 
knows every erogenous zone on the female body, plus a few more. 

He is brilliant at every sport and dominates Sports Day every year. He plays for every 
School and County team, and is their top scorer..,  

He tried smoking once, but decided that he didn't like it, and couldn't afford it anyway. 
He also claims that he has taken every illegal drug under the sun, but hasn't, in fact, the 
only drugs he has ever taken are those on prescription. 

He enjoys his status, but doesn't abuse his popularity. He isn't malicious and, despite 
what many teachers think, comes to school to learn (although you'd never hear him say 
it). 

"The loafer": 

lflpaul is a loafer. He just drifts through school;  meandering from lesson to lesson 
without any purpose or direction. He's the school paradox; he's sort of cool (in a 

bizan-e way) but at the same time a bit of a geek. 

He arrives in school, fully aware that he hasn't done any of his homework, but he 

4 



13 doesn't worry because he "can do it during registration." 

That's not to say he isn't bright. If a teacher sets a two page essay, his 

handwriting expands andhas 7cm paragraph 
Indents.  

And numerous:  

Sub-headings. 
;., 	•• 

When asked to run a'lap'Of the playing field, he cuts corners, and starts walking whin 
the teacher's back is turned. 

He's always forgotten his protractor for maths, but manages to borrow 'someone else's 
when he remembers two minutes before the lesson. 

All he does at lunchtime is converse with his fellow loafers, about what they didn't do 
last night, and if they did do something, how not to do it again. He has never joined a 
club, and if you suggested it to him he would nod his head vaguely,-and never turn up. 

As far as women go, they are as alien to him as the world outdoors. Yet he sniggers 
about naked women and about the late-night satellite channels he watched last night. 

He has no ambitions in life, only to be Johnny Vaughn in the Strongbow advert and 
perfect the an of loafing. However, we mustn't deprive him of his due applause, for 
the art of loafing is very complex and skilled. You just try it, and you'll see-  what I 
mean.  

The Volunteer: 
,'-'• 	 . 

41Ih

ames is a volunteer. Whenever a teacher asks for a volunteer, his hand shoots up 
first like a space ship at blast off. He then smiles sickeningly, when the,teacher cries 
, James, well-volunteered." At the end of class, you'll see him at the teacher's desk 

telling what extra homework he did and forcing him to look at it. 
. 

He's the first to arrive in school, at - 7:30 when the gates open. He then reviews his 
timetable and checks he has all his homework. As he has a good half-hour until 
another soul even leaves the house, he takes out his Geography textbook, and reads the 
next four chapters. 	• 	, 

When someone arrives, he eagerly looks up and asks, "have you done your English 
homework?" and then "How much have you done?" For his, essay must always the 
longest, and his diagrams the most detailed. When he's ill, he does extra homework, so 
that, rather than being behind, he's ahead. 

When in a group, he. laughs too long and loudly, and then explains why the joke was 
funny- to let everyone know that he gets it, although most of the time he gets it wrong. 

At home, it's four hours homeworIc before anything else. -  Once completed, he Witches 
TV, so that he has seen every programthe he should have seen. 

His obsequious nature can drive his peers nuts, but really he's not that bad. All he's 
doing is striving to do well, and shouldn't that be commended, not criticised? 

David Coombs. 



94 years ago. . . 
"Cornish Superstition"  

rrhere are few parts of the world where the inhabitants are more superstitious than in 
.11 Cornwall. Superstition is a trait only to be found, to any great extent, in the 

characters of the uneducated. As the "Heathen Chinee" seeks to propitiate evil gods, so 
in Cornish folk-lore, inhabitants of the isolated parts of the county attribute all 
misfortunes to the devil or his followers-those who have the "evil eye". 

As the sagas of Iceland and Scandinavia have been much exaggerated by the skalds who • 
taught them, so have some of the seeming' impossible tales of Cornwall gathered by 
continuous repetition. 

Not many years ago, those who were said to have the power of the "evil eye" were 
greatly dreaded n all parts of the country. It is curious to note how the ingrained 
superstition of Cornish people caused their imagination to run riot and made them think 
evil of innocent persons. If an old woman reached her second childhood and muttered 
to herself, she was looked at askance and reported to be making spells. Should she 
chance to have a black cat it was called her "familiar", and tales were circulated that it. 
was the devil in disguise, who, when the old woman's door was opened by a villager, 
vanished up the chimney in a cloud of smoke leaving a smell of brimstone behind. 
When the dame collected herbs and brewed medicines, the odoriferous fumes immedi-
ately brought down the virulent and clandestine accusations of her neighbours, who 
spoke of her concoction as witches' potions. From such acupations.sbe was set down 
as a witch and was stated to make children sick by casting on them the "evil eye", to 
curdle the milk from the cows and anathematise those whom she specially disliked. 

Many Cornish people believe in pixies. Pixies were little people who may be classed 
with fairies and were credited with doing as much mischief as possible. To be 
"pixie-led" was a dire misfortune from which the inhabitant of the most westerly county 
fervently prayed to be saved. Countrymen were mysteriously lured across desolate 
moors by music and all kinds of fascinations, until, music and everything having 
stopped, they found themselves far from any habitation. Probably the true reason for 
this phenomenon was that plodding along in a half-asleep state, it was quite possible for 
a man leaving the beaten track and penetrating into the most desolate parts of the moor, 
at last to fall asleep. If a man saw a pixies fair he was sure to suffer greatly. The pixies 
would seek to steal his children, or they would milk his cows and otherwise do as much 
harm as possible. 

In different parts of Cornwall there are many stories of bad characters claimed after 
death by the devil. In the Cornish hills there lived a squire called Tregeagle who was 
noted for his wickedness and irreverence. He was greatly feared by his neighbours and 
said to be in league with the devil. At his death he was indeed claimed by the devil and 
was set several tasks for his wickedness in life. He had to empty Dozmare Pool, with a 
limpet shell, a miniature lake about ten miles north of Liskeard, make ropes of sand and 
other impossible tasks. He was also said to be chased at night by the devil and the 
hell-hounds, and the howls of their victim could be heard for miles around. The howls, 
of course, were caused by the wind, which always blows at that height. • 

In conclusion, it should be 'said, nearly all the superstitions of Cornishmen have been 
the outcome of their intense imagination. 

C. W. Tresise 
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15 	 Niko's Travel Article  

As Europe becomes more and more unified, travel opportunities within Europe 
become more frequent. Indeed, the school has organised countless trips abroad for 

all year groups. For many younger pupils, the weeklong stay in Uzel is their first 
experience of a foreign country. Exchanges to Pont L'Abee in France and Celle in 
Germany have also been arranged through the school. With ski trips to the Alps and 
the current Year 7's trips to Uzel planned for next spring, the school's travel schedule 
already seems full, but there is also talk of short trips to Germany as well as 
exchanges. Relatively recently groups of students have travelled to such places as 
Prague, leaving their mark over all Europe. The opportunities for international travel 
through the school are always increasing, helping the students to spread their wings 
and see the world as international ambassadors for the school 

After 25 years membership of the E.0 and as communication grows, making the 
world smaller, travel is becoming ever more important, ensuring today's youth 
experiences a variety of diverse cultures to open their minds to new and exciting 
customs and ways of life. 

After two successful expeditions to Kenya and Morocco, world-wide travel with the 
school is now a possible opportunity for those students wise enough to seize every 
such chance. 

Niko Downie 

62 years ago. . . 
--90-7A/9 39 ectsgatiostf  

Tn the year 2000 A. D., a Commission, presided over by the World Dictator, was set 
lup to investigate social life during the first half of the twentieth century: One 
meeting was devoted to Education in the early twentieth century, of which little was 
known, as all the old records had been destroyed in the war of 1980. One of the 
members, however, had in his possession some old letters, which had belonged to his 
grandfather, and it was thought that these might shed some light on the matter. 

The Dictator opened the meeting by calling on Mr.- to read-  extracts from his 
grandfather's letters. 

Mr. -, a studious looking young man, explained that he would read an account of life 
at a place called Devonport High School. 

" What does 'school ' mean ? " asked the Dictator. 

I really can't say," replied Mr. - " but I should imagine, from this description, that it 
was some kind of amusement-hall or public exhibition. My grandfather mentions that 
a large number of entertainers were to be found there. About a score of them were 
professionals, he says." 

" It appears," continued Mr. - that for members of the school, attendance was 
compulsory. There were two sessions-morning and afternoon. 

" But how soul-destroying," interpolated the Dictator. 

" In the morning, before entering school, the majority of the boys assembled in the 
grounds for bare-knuckle fighting and other old fashioned pastimes. Amongst them 



wandered a flock of youths called 'prefects ' -endeavouring to maintain some semblance 16 
Of order, but failing miserably. They had to rely solely on will-power and -facial 
expression. 

" How horrible," said the Dictator. 

" At 8.37 a bell would ring, summoning them to the day's activities. This would cause 
an immediate stampede to the only entrance, during which, my grandfather fears, not a 
few were maimed for life. A great thinker, on viewing this spectacle one morning, was 
so impressed that he enunciated a doctrine which has since become famous - the 
survival of the fittest. Grandpa goes on to say that inside conditions were little better. 
The rushing torrent of boys forced its way through a dim tunnel, up a narrow flight of 
stairs and into a cold, ugly corridor, where it was broken up into a number of minor 
torrents, which dispersed todifferent rooms. 

" These rooms were specially built, so that they were either too hot or too cold. This 
was, Grandpa believes, to make the boys hardy. These rooms were also constructed in 
such a way that little or no sunlight could enter, a dim twilight being considered most 
suitable for the games that were played there." 

" Grandpa says that the boys next went to Assembly." 

" Oh, and what is that ? " asked the Dictator. 

" Well, sir, Grandpa's a bit vague, but I gather that Assembly was a game like Sardines 
and was played by the Master-Entertainer. The idea was to see how many youths could 
be packed into a very small room. If a youth was sick the M.E. lost, but if no one was 
sick he won." 
" I see," said the Dictator, " and what did they do then? " 

" They went'to their rooms for 'lessons'. -Grandpa's meaning isn't quite clear, burl-think 
this was a sort of entertainment organised by the Entertainers. About thirty boys sat in 
queer things called desks, that squeaked and wobbled and grunted and collapsed. At 
first the young ones were content to sit and shout abuse at their neighbours; then they 
stood and threw things at each other. Soon there was a noise at the door and, according 
to Grandpa, immediate silence. Now the game began. A black-shrouded figure strode 
in, scowled at the.olass and turned to the blackboard." 
" What's, a blackboard ? " asked one of the members. 

" Well, it was used generally as a dart-board or a target, but occasionally, Grandpa says, 
caricatures of the Entertainers were drawn on it." 

Mr. - continued. " The rules of the game were that as soon as the Entertainer's back was 
turned, they al I had to shout as much as possible. If, however, the Entertainer caught a 
boy making a noise, he could strike him on the head with his clenched fist or any other 
convenient object or else send him to the Master Entertainer, to be struck with a rod." 

" And who was the Master Entertainer? " asked the Dictator. 

" Grandpa says that he was a very great man, who sat all alone in a room; at his side was 
the rod with which he struck all those who were disqualified from the game. " 

" Oh, I see," said the dictator, " but what did they teach the boys who went to this 
delightful place ? 

Grandpa never discovered." 

C. 



17 	 Young Enterprise /.. 

-.'.,!..; 

"phis Autumn "saw-the creation.Of this year's numerous' oung Enterprise companies. 
I. Now well established 'in Plymouth, Young Enterprise seeks to give sixth form 

students the experience of setting up their own company and striving to make a profit: 
Most groups choose to manufacture a product and use their finely tuned skills as 
salesmen to sell their product to consumers at various events. Favourite products of 
the past include photo frames and coasters although with each passing year the 
companies become even more adventurous as they try to better their predecessors. 
This year several 	considered the idea .of undertaking the mammoth task of 
organising concerts and other functions. - 

The popularity of Young Enterprise has gone from strength to strength over the yearS, 
mostly due to the prospect of a share in the profit for each employee at the end of the 
business period. In fact, YE is now so' popular that so many applied to take part thiS 
year that it was nearly.  impossible for all to take part. However, due to the foundation 
of other new companies with schools such as DHSG, Plymouth High, St. Dunstan's 
and SouthWay, everyone now has a place within one company or another. 

Niko Downie 

An obituary of Young Enterprise 
irt is with great sadness thatA must announce the parting of a former great. Born in the 
Ilate 60's; Young GeOffrey Enterprise, known as "01' Blue Eyes" to hisfriends, lived 
a mixed existence, swaying between extremes .  of innovation and prosperity, and 
nnnriginal  futile,tendencies. His_ life started opportunistically: a vision of endeavour,. _ 
success and financial gain, which filled its participants with the infection of profit 
motivated disease. And it was this that led to Mr. Enterprise's downfall. 

In a new era of Sony Mini-Discs, portable televisions and alcopops, Enterprise found 
it increasingly difficult to meet the needs of an ever-more cut-throat market. Wax 
candles and pencil holders, once original, vibrant and exciting, soon collapsed into a 
bygone era of cave-dwelling Neanderthals and Betamax video recorders. Public 
relations began to sour, with share-holders' money being squandered on bus fares, Big 
Macs and.cigarettes. 

A temporary revival with the advent of CD clocks and beer mat cushions served only 
to worsen his health, as the responsibilities of'hiS former success turned Mr: Enterprise 
to over indulgence in food and alcohol. His Mafia connections served only to add 
controversy to his tempestuous life-style. Young Enterprise died peacefully in a 
drunken stupor . He will be sadly missed, leaving a controversial legacy behind. 
Young Enterprise, who died today, aged thirty-two. 

Paul Dixon 

FLAVir 
lror the past six years, Mrs Pierpoint, head of Modem Languages, has run a course 
JLl  in commercial French especially aimed at those students Who are not studying 
A-Level French but wish to carry on their studies. F.L.A.W. (Foreign Languages At 
Work) offers Year Twelve students the chance to take part in a week's work 
expenence in France to expand their knowledge of "every day" French and put into 
practice what they already know. So far the course has had a one hundred percent pass 
rate and those who have taken part recommend the course to others. The type of work 
experience students choose ranges from working with a mechanic to working in a 



solicitors office. The strength and popularity of the course is set to increase and, staying .18 , 
in the school's house in Uzel, Brittany, the next week of work experience is organised 
for March 1999. The current group of F.L.A.W. students isralreactyworking hard to 
prepare for their first experience of working abroad which'they hope will be enjoyable 
as well as enlightening 

Niko Downie 

11 years ago. . . 
The Tuck Shop 

j
ine members of the Lower Sixth took over the running of the School Tuck Shop, , 
renamed "TIME MORGUE", in October last. year. Sales remained constant 

throughout the winter as . a more varied stock range was .introduced. 

At the beginning of 1987,. the:Tuck Shop was nil state Of disrepair, so certain members 
of its staff took it into their own hands to revamp and redecorate it in their spare time 
during the school holidays. A major facelift was executed and completed to a high, 
standard. The newly decorated Tuck Shop raised many eyebrows, and attracted more 
custom. 

. 
The newest venture undertaken by the Tuck. Shop .staff was the Mobile Tuck Shop, 
where the goods were taken to the customer. This was successful in increasing sales. 

Our time as the management of the Tuck Shop has been both enjoyable and useful. All 
members of staff have gained an insight into, and 'an, increased awareness of, the 
uuniug 	of-a-  suidll 	situp= 

Rejoice, hangover cure! (which many of the VI Form sorely need! - Ed!) 

Sixth form council, 

Bar mock trial, 

Young Enterprise, 

Friday Choir, 

Activities Afternoon, 

Prefectship, 

School Magazine, 

Public Speaking Competition, 

Duke of Edinburgh (Gold) 

(If you've got a poor GCSE hangover, get involved!!) 

Paul Dixon .. • Ll..11.1•: 



19  51 years ago. . 
Visit to Cherbourg 

1r he Plymouth Delegation which visited Cherbourg in March this year consisted of represen-
tatives of many sections of the civic and business interests of the city. Included in the party 

were. two sChoolboys, and it was my honour and good fortune to be chosen to represent 
Devonport High School. The French Government had placed a destroyer at the disposal of the 
party, and on Saturday March 22nd, we crossed the Channel. The crossing  itself was, I hear, 
not too bad, but personally I was content ft:0e on a, bunk, longing  for terra firma once more. 

We reached Cherbourg  late in the afternoon, and received a hearty welcome. To meet us 
schoolboys there were several French students, and we were soon the best of friends. There was 
no time to lose, for a very full programme was mapped out for us. The Delegation divided into 
separate parties, and while some went to view the Dockyards and Stations, we took a busman's 
holiday and visited the schools, ranging .from Elementary and Infant Schools to Training  
Colleges;  and everywhere we went we received a great welcome. Several souvenirs were given 
to us on the tour, and in the Infant Schools we were greeted with the strains of "It's a long  way 
to Tipperary" and "Auld Lan g  Syne". In spite of the German occupation the people of 
Cherbourg  have worked hard to keep the education of youth at a good standard, and they have 
overcome many handitaps. 

• 
The tour of the schools being  completed, the Delegation made its way to the Town hall where. 
we drank the -Aperitif d'Honneur and heard speeches by the Mayor of Cherbourg, M. Rene 
Schmitt and by our Lord Mayor: After a brief stay here we once more boarded the coaches and 
went to one of Cherbourg's largest cafes where we ate a dinner which made many of the 
delegation sit back with surprise. 

• 
We then went to the Opera House to see a production of the Opera "Lakme" by Delibes. The 
delegation, was spread out among  the audience, and we had a great chance to meet and speak 
with the ordinary French people, and this in itself was an education. 

The performance was extremely good, and the singing  was of a very high standard. Our fi rst 
few hours in Cherbourg_had certatnly_be.en w.ellspent,..and_when.the-opera ended at 1 o'clock in 
the morning  we returned by coach to the hotel feeling. weary but very happy. 

Early the following  morning  we were off again. Our objective was the cemetery where we 
made a pilgrimage to the graver of British airmen who had fallen. After a short service and the 
laying  of wreaths by the Lord Mayor we left for the. Library where there were many interesting  
and historical books, some of them of great value. Next on our list after the Library was a visit 
to the Square to see folk-dancing  by a troupe who specialised in the folk-dances of Normandy 
and who wore the traditional lace dresses. This again was very interesting  and enjoyable. It 
seemed that most of the population of Cherbourg  had turned out to watch, for as we left in the 
coaches, the crowds waved and cheered,almost as if we had been an army of liberation passing  
through. 

We drove out of Cherbourg  and headed out into the French countryside. Normandy is much the 
same sort of rugged landscape as Cornwall. There were several stops to be made on the way, 
and the fi rst was at Barfleur, where we had lunch, a six-course meal, in a hotel known as "Le 
Homard Rouge";  then on to La Pemelle to see the Radiolocation sites, and so along  the Atlantic 
wall to view the German emplacements. Out of one of the block-houses the Americans had 
made a memorial to their dead, and this was a really great piece of work. From this memorial 
on Utah Beach we went to the American cemetery at Blosville. Here, stretching  away for a 
great distance, and marvellously cared for, are the graves of Americans who fell in the liberation 
of France. It is a fi ttin g  resting-place for the liberators. From Blosville we made our way 
through the towns of Montebourg, which the Germans captured seven times, and thence to 
Valogues. All the villages and towns we passed through were smashed and devastated and 
people were living  in houses made from the rubble. These people were right in the fi rin g  line, 
but they bravely carried on. From Valogues we returned to Cherbourg  where we went to the 
hotel and tidied up for the banquet.• 	• • 	'-! • • • • 

At 9.30 in the evening  we arrived at the Town Hall where the banquet was to be held, and again 
many of 	delegation were surprised to see the sumptuous meal that had been prepared for us. 
All told, there were 108 guests at the banquet, and we were well spread out, thus having  another 
chance to meet French people and to talk with them:. They were all very helpful, and we got on 

• 

•• 






























