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Chris Weatherhead, SOSA's first American president, will be known to 
many of you, possibly as the wife of Old Scholar lan Weatherhead 

C 
hris Weatherhead has 

been a long time 

attendee and supporter 

of the Association. Her 

first time at Sibford was in 

1975 and she has attended 

events at the school most years 

since, bringing along her family 

as they grew up to enjoy the 

freedom of being at the 

Association gatherings. She has 

worked tirelessly behind the 

scenes helping the Annual 

Reunions to run smoothly, and 

is a great participator, in 

particular with the many 

sporting events: tennis, table

tennis, swimming, hockey. You 

name it there is always a 

Weatherhead willing to 

compete. and none more so 

than Christine. It was as a 

thank you for all her hard work 

and commitment to the 

Association that we invited her 

to be the President. I hope you 

will join me in wishing Chris an 

enjoyable Presidency, and that 

you will come along in October 

to experience the reunion that 

she has planned and make it a 

great success for both her and 

the Association. 

llndv Po J ton, 
'>OSA G ra 

y 
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I 
was born in Kansas, Missouri, 

one of four children - one of 

them my twin sister. Our 

father worked for the airline 

TWA, and was a captain in the 

army. After being widowed at 34 

our mother moved to Fort 

Lauderdale, Florida. It was great 

growing up in the sun. 

At 14 mum asked us (one morning 
at breakfast) if we would like to live 
in England for a year. Six months 
later we sailed to Southampton 
with our pioneer mother and a car 
with left-hand drive. 

My twin and I sat the Eleven Plus, 
after seeing it in the Sunday Times. 
We were hopeless, but the 
curriculum must have been quite 
different between the UK and the 
USA at that point. 

Looking for a place to live, mum 
ra n across a n advertisement in the 
local paper that said 'Top floor of a 
manor house - to let - no 
Americans', and thought this was 
the place for us. 

In 1962 we lived in a small village 
(The Camp, near Miserden) between 
Cheltenham and Stroud for a year. 
We attended Stroud Girls' Technical 
School, not the grammar school 
across the road. For us an all girls 
school was a complete novelty: we 
were used to boys and didn't really 
see why some of the girls were so 
silly about them. They 'teased' their 
hair and put lipstick on before they 
left school - at 14! 

Unknown to me at the time, my 
brother's education was the real 
reason we came to live in England. 
He needed a place at university, 

sibfordrocket 

and as his scholastic achievements 
needed enhancement mum 
thought a year in an English school 
might help. She told the vicar in 
Misserden that she would like him 
to go to Eton, as she had hea rd it 
was a good school! The vica r's 
response was very discrete, 
suggesting that she was a wee bit 
late in putting his name forward 
and that in the meantime perhaps 
she might like to look at the local 
school. He did get a place at 
University upon our return to the 
States. 

After High School I graduated from 
'junior college� I have an Associate 
Arts Degree in Psychology and 
Modern Languages (French and 
German). 

We loved travelling and exploring 
as a family. My brother was in 
Vietnam (not of his choice) and 
having just graduated from 
university, Mum being quite 
worried about him decided to take 
another trip to Europe. We travelled 
around many countries. I was 
interested in learning to speak a 
foreign language so enrolled at the 
University of Geneva for a Cour de 
Vacance and ended up staying on a 
year. After Genveva I moved to 
Germany for a year to learn 
another language. I lived with a 
German family and studied in Trier. 

After returning to Fort Lauderdale I 
worked as personnel manager with 
a retail firm. Subsequently I moved 
into banking, where lan and I met. 
We married and within a week 
moved to New York. We arrived in 
London in March 1975. That was 
also the first year of Old Scholars 
for me. 

Mum told 

the vicar 

that she 

would like 

my brother 

to go to 

Eton, as she 

had heard 

it was a 

good 

school. The 

vicar's 

response 

was very 

discrete. 

2005 

While our three children were 
growing up I ran my own small 
business for 15 years from home. I 
worked for several American 
universities, housing undergraduate 
and graduate students with English 
families in the North London area. (I 
loved watching the students settle in 
to a different culture and think it is 
such a valuable experience.) 

My first job in the UK was as 
Pensions Officer for Tunnel Cement. I 
have since been the administrator to 
the Guild of Glass Engravers, a 
registered charity specializing in the 
eduacation of glass and 
contem pora ry desig n. 

I had been a member of the 'Junior 
League', a national volunteer 
women's organization noted for 
outstanding training of their 
volunteers in the local community. I 
was a founder member of the 
National Service League 30 years 
ago, which has now been 
incorporated into the International 
Junior League. One of my favourite 
and most memorable projects was 
saving an old house from demolition, 
thus preserving a part of the history 
of our city. 

I am an active member of 
Hampstead Parish Church, Sunday 
School teacher, and Secretary for the 
Friends of the M usic at the ch u rch. I 
am also Treasuser of Farm Walk 
Tennis Club, of which I have been 
Captain and for which I play in the 
Middlese County Tournaments. 

Thank you for asking me to be your 
President. I look forward to doing 
whatever Sibford Old Scholars feel 
they need over the next few months. 
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I I 

OLD SCHOLARS' ANNUAL REUNION. 2005 

I 
had been back to school a few times 
to show my husband and children but 
this occasion was special, being 40 
years since I had left. Diana Lloyd (nee 

Wright), the current President and personal 
friend, had tracked down some of our year. 
I wondered just who would turn up and 
whether we would recognise one another. 

The smell of school was sufficient to 
transport me back in time. A frisson of 
excitement passed through me as we 
reached the area where, as children, we 
had queued up for our break-time drink. 
The boards on the wall with the names of 
Head Boys and Head Girls prompted me to 
look for those of Anthea Cox and Janet 
Wyeth. These two as well as Di have 
remained friends of mine ever since school. 

I spotted Di surrounded by a group of 
middle-aged people and realised, with 

predictable shock, that these were my 
school friends! Some had to be re
introduced whilst others were instantly 
recognisable. 

In what used to be Year SA's classroom, 
photos and memorabilia of our time at 
Sibford were displayed and others in our 
year were congregating. I was reminded of 
Mr Gilchrist - "Doss" - our Geography 
teacher, who wore a chalk-covered black 
university gown and regularly threw the 
blackboard rubber at the heads of 
miscreants. Echoes of Welsh Johnny Lucas, 
who taught Maths, calling out "You stupid 
cretin!" bounced off the walls. He too
with unerring accuracy - hurled the rubber 
at students' heads. 

On display in the Sewing Room Janet 
found an old sepia photo picturing her 

grandmother as 
one of the 
Victorian 
teachers, and I 

remembered with a smile the diminutive 
Miss Le Mare, who also taught us French. 
She had stood in front of me one day, 
hands on hips, brow furrowed in 
frustration, regarding my appalling and 
totally inept attempt at sewing: "How can 
you be so good at French and yet so awful 
at sewing? she asked. There was no answer 
to that! 

At lunch we greeted late arrivals Claire 
Molland, Hilary Wright, Pauline Elsmor and 
Jenny Tanner, who had come together: 
another testimony of a longstanding 
friendship. Two men came towards the 
group. One was unmistakably Richard 
Cheney, still looking like the "Cherub" we 
knew; even the beard did little to hide his 
still youthful face. The other, his friend 
Malcolm Longford, was also easy to 
recognise. While flashing our digital 
cameras we looked at old photos (taken no 
doubt with Box Brownies), laughing at the 
dated looks and hairstyles, wondering what 
had happened to so-and-so. 

sibf< rocket 



Incredibly there are still members of staff 
from our day, visiting the school. 'There's 
Frankie!" someone whispered to me, 
theatrically. "Never?" I gasped as Mr Francis 
our History teacher walked by. Mr Shields, 
our Science teacher, was also there with 
his wife. We laughed as we recalled 
another branch of science: "Science in the 
Home with Mrs McColm'� One sunny day 
we had, with one accord whilst her back 
was turned, climbed out of the window to 
hide giggling in the flower beds beneath. 
Fortunately Mrs McColm had a sense of 
humour. 

Still chuckling we went to find the tractor 
and trailer brought by Richard Bett and 
Dennie Checkley, onto which was strapped 
a picnic table and parasol. Still local 
farmers, the "boys" plied us with beer and 
cider. After posing in the gardens for group 
photos some of us went swimming in the 
wonderful new indoor pool. 

Talks and speeches were being given in the 
school but we were happy to chat, sitting 
in the shade of the veranda. We looked out 
over the vast playing fields where in 
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summer we had hidden in hollows to avoid 
playing tennis, lying amongst buttercups 
and daisies and making chains. These same 
fields in winter had seen us charging up 
and down, clad in shorts, playing hockey in 
freezing rain and sleet, determined to win. 

Walking down the Hill through the Orchard 
brought back olfactory memories of wild 
garlic and the beauty of bluebells nodding 
in the breeze; or snowdrops, lashed by rain, 
flattened by gales, buried in snowdrifts or 
frozen stiff with frost. The Manor, now sold 
to developers and converted into expensive 
apartments, looked outwardly the same. 
We remembered the dorms, the scary 
stories we told, the midnight feasts, the 
lumpy bumpy mattresses, and the bullying 
initiation of first-years: a practice I am 
proud to have put an end to when we 
became second-years. 

We remembered too the Sunday walks 
when - in groups of no less than three -
we were made to roam the countryside 
after lunch, returning to a cold salad tea. 

In the evening we 
went up for the barn dance and 
buffet. There's something about 
a barn dance which is 
inextricably linked with a 
feeling of belonging. I began 
to wish that we had booked 
for the whole weekend. So it 
was with regret that we 
exchanged hugs and said 
goodbye. 

Obviously at times we were 
sad at Sibford but all in all 
for me Sibford was a happy 
and fulfilling experience. 
The friends I made there 
are very special and will 
always be so. 

Mary Wheeler 

(nee Kopp) 



I I 

Diana lIoyd was SOSA President between August 2004 and December 2005. The 
following is a shortened version of the address she gave at the reunion. 

T
his year [2005] has been 

very special for me: my 

first air plane flight, a 

superb trip to New 

Zealand, the reunion weekend (a 

culmination of my year as SOSA 

President) and the fortieth 

anniversary of my leaving Sibford 

as a pupil. Term ended in summer 

1965 on 16 July, so I thought why 

not combine this year's official 

reunion with a get-together of 

the class of '65. 

While some attended, others are 

reluctant to return: they feel that 

the education they received here 

could have been better. Some of 

you will know that I was not the 

most academic of pupils, and 

school for me was just a period of 

time one had to put up with; part 

of life. 

But Sibford life gives more than a 

formal education. I am lucky to 

have been able to write this piece 

whilst looking out onto the 

wonderful green of the Cotswold 

hills, begging to be climbed for 

views over the Severn Vale and 

beyond. 

The Cotswold Way runs through 

Wotton-under-Edge and we know 

always that spring is here when 

we see the back-packers tramping 

purposefully through town. 

I may have moaned about our 

enforced Sunday afternoon 

rambles around Sibford in the 

'60s but I am grateful now. 

I could just about swim when I 

arrived as a pupil in September 
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1960 but my skills were honed in 

the pool at the Old School, where 

my father also swam as a boy. 

None of us can forget the dank 

musky smell or the sensation -

especially for us girls - of pulling 

on a swimming costume for PE 

still dripping wet from an early 

morning dip. When I told my sons 

that the school had a fantastic 

new pool - with clear, fresh water 

- they were a little disappointed; 

they rather enjoyed the character 

of the old pool and all that grew 

in it. 

After the way we have been fed 

this weekend it is hard to 

1 have been 

lucky in that 

so many Old 

�cholarc; 

have always 

been a part 

of my life 

remember that there was a time 

when the nutritional value of the 

food was so poor that we 

supplemented our diet with fruit 

from Greens. 

It was a fascination in how 

ingredients are used in preparing 

meals that sparked my interest in 

catering. School meals have 

received a very high profile this 

year with contractors under 

attack for the highly processed 

meals they provide. I am just 

grateful that the school where I 

was cooking had the foresight to 

throw out the meal contractor 

twelve years ago and allowed me 

a free reign in planning the menu 

and choosing the ingredients. 

It was during my last term at 

Sibford that we were given the 

choice whether or not to attend 

Meeting for Worship. I chose to 

go and for the first time I 

experienced a deep Quaker 

silence, made by pupils and adults 

who wanted to be there. 

As we go through life we meet 

many different people, as I did in 

New Zealand, but many are just 

ships in the night. Sibford friends 

are for life. I have been lucky in 

that so many Old Scholars have 

always been a part of my life, and 

others I have met along the way. 

But once a year we can all come 

together and celebrate our 

friendship and our love of this 

wonderful place: Sibford. 

sibfordrocket 



A highlight for Pat Grimes was the leslie Baily Address. delivered 
by the poet Ursula (UA) Fanthorpe and partner Rosie Bailey. 

W 
e were treated to a selection of poems from Ursula's 

. published work, on subjects ranging from washing 

up to 'daffodil ministrY: Some of it was serious, some 

comical, but all of it thought provoking. Maud 
Speaking was one of several that had us in stitches, relating Maud's 

response to the request to "Come into the garden': 

A more gently humerous and true to life poem was The Poet's 
Companion: 

Must be in mint condition, not disposed 

To hayfever, headaches, hangovers, hysteria, these being 

The Poet's prerogative ... 

But the one that I felt the greatest empathy with and which sticks 
in my memory was Daffodil Ministry: 

And yet, the daffodils, she says, 

And yettishness: a state of mind. 

o yes, of course the world is harsh, 

-And suffering, 0 yes - and yet 

This morning as 1 walked along 

And saw the daffodils, 1 thought

And so forth, daffodilling on. 

Ursula and Rosie read with a combination of sparkle, sensitivity and 
humour to a greatly appreciative audience. I thank them both for 
joining us and enriching our reunion weekend. 

Pat Grimes 

sibfordrocket 
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At the time of writing Michael Goodwin was just completing his first 18 months as Head of Sibford. 
"I can't believe that the time has gone so quickly, but on the whole I am pleased with progress." 

T
he great anxiety for "new" 

heads (and for the School 

Committee which appointed 

him) is that pupil numbers 

might drop. In fact, the reverse has 

been true and we are completely 

full in Years 9, 10 and 11. The sixth 

form, with nearly 70 students, is 

the biggest it has ever been. We 
still have space though, and there 

is capacity in Orchard Close and 

Years 7 and 8. 

Of course, the continuing issue 

with numbers is in boarding. Many 

Old Scholars will remember Sibford 

only as a boarding school, perhaps 

with a handful of day scholars. 

These days boarders number less 

than 80, and though we have 

arrested the decline, the number of 

junior boarders gives cause for 

concern. 

This is part of a national pattern of 

course, but we have just embarked 

on a three year programme to 

upgrade the boarding houses. This 

has meant temporarily closing a 

house so that work can be done to 

replace windows, barge-boards and 

gutters. Penn House has been 

internally decorated downstairs, to 

include a new kitchen, and work 

will begin in the new term on 

replacing bathrooms there, before 

we start on Lister House. Fielding 

House has also had a new kitchen 

and the common room has been 

given a facelift, but more work 

needs to follow in phases two and 

three. 

If pupil numbers are one anxiety, 

school finances are the other (and 

of course these are connected, 

since the vast majority of our 
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income comes from fees). My first 

priority was to ensure that Sibford 

had sound financial management 

in place, and that budgets were 

kept in control. Largely thanks to 

the work of our new business 

manager, Peter Robinson, and our 

accountant Debbie Yardley, I am 

pleased to let Old Scholars know 

that the school is now on a much 

more secure financial footing. 

Indeed, Allied Irish, the school 

bankers, have asked that our 

accounts be used as a model of 

good practice to show how an 

institution can improve its financial 

position in under two years. 

For the first time in some years, the 

school has been able to service its 

loan, cover its depreciation costs 

and finish the financial year with a 

small surplus. It looks as though we 

will achieve this in the current year 

too. We have hardly needed to 

draw on our overdraft facility in 

those lean months before the new 

term's fees are due. We continue to 

attract funds into our Foundation 

Fund, which currently stands at 

over £280,000, so that we can 

begin to plan our capital 

development and refurbishment 

over the next 25 years (all 

donations g ratefu lIy received I). 

Clearly, there is great deal to do, as 

any visitor to our Science building 

would observe! Plans to upgrade 

our school hall are currently being 

developed and drawn up and we 

look forward to paying off our 

consolidated loans in five years 

time so that we can increase our 

commitment to the fabric of the 

school. A new theatre and Meeting 

for Worship space in our current 

the school 

bankers have 

asked that 

our accounts 

be used as a 

model of 

good 

practice to 

show how an 

institution 

can improve 

its financial 

position in 

under two 

years 

hall would also see the relocation 

of the rather tired Hill Building's 

changing rooms to a site adjacent 

to the Sports Hall. Old Scholars 

should not expect to see any 

dramatic changes to buildings for 

another year or two, but the long 

term future is looking much 

brig hter. 

If boarding numbers do not recover 

in the next three years, we are 

investigating the possibility of 

converting a boarding house into 

an activity centre for visiting 

schools (to explore Shakespeare 

Country and the Cotswolds). We are 

also looking at extending our 

provision to include a nursery 

school, with the Health Centre -

the "San", I should say to Old 

Scholars! - as a likely site. 

In the short term, our improvement 

plan is focusing on teaching and 

learning. To this end, a significant 

upgrade to ICT facilities is currently 

underway, with improved network 

capability and state of the art 

computers. We will continue to 

develop this next year, and also 

invest significantly in developing 

the Library into a Learning Resource 

Centre. It is hoped that this new 

space will incorporate the Sibford 

School Archive to increase our 

current pupils' awareness of their 

links with your past. 

For more information about the 

Foundation Fund contact the 

school on 01295 781200, or visit 

www.sibfordrocket.com. 

Michael Goodwin 

si bford rocket 



What happened 
next? 

Year 13 leavers 2005 

Anthony Alien 
Music Composition, Trinity College 

Thomas Charlesworth 
Bio-Chemistry, Bristol University 

Michelle Chen 
Journalism, Stirling University 

Sarah Chim 
Business Studies, Hong Kong University 

Matthew Cottrell 
Computer Animation, Sunderland 

University 

Anouska Ellison 
Surface Design, 

Nottingham University 

Ben Harding 
Bio-Chemistry, Sheffield University 

Leo Huckvale 
Application for Astro-Physics, 2006 

Isobel Jennings 
Music Ed, Bath University 

Cedric Leung 
Music, Nottingham 

Cindy Un 
Business Et Economics, Bath University 

Jason Lo 
Music Technology, Kingston University 

Oliver Locke 
Drama, Cambridge Arts School 

Ed Phillips 
Nottingham University 

Angus Ramsay 
Computer Games Design, Bradford 

University 

Jamie Smith 
Psychology, Reading University 

Tony Tsai 
Product Design, Derby University 

I 
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the spiritual 

experiences 

of young 

people in 

Quaker circles 

were often 

overlooked, 

misunderstood 

or even 

disregarded 
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Paul Levy, educated at Sibford between 1988 and 1993, spent 2005 encouraging Quakers 
around the country to be more open to the spirituality of young people. 

I
n December 2004, together 

with friend Simon Best, Paul 

was awarded £52,000 by the 

Joseph Rowntree Charitable 

Trust as part of its Quaker 

Fellowship scheme. These awards 

are well regarded in Quaker circles, 

with only one or two succesful 

applications each year. Applicants 

must demonstrate passion for their 

chosen work, which itself must 

have a practical application. 

The catalyst for this particular 

project was a sense that the 

spiritual experiences of young 

people in Quaker circles were often 

overlooked, misunderstood or even 

disregarded. At school, both Paul 

and Simon had experienced mild 

frustration with their Quaker 

education (Paul at Sibford and 

Bootham, Simon at Leighton Park). 

Quakerism, they felt, provided a 

good forum for reflection and 

spiritual exploration, but that this 

opportunity had rarely presented 

itself to young people in their 

respective schools. It seemed to 

them that this was also often the 

case in the wider Quaker 

community. 

Both had been involved with youth 

work before, and had found that 

young people would become 

excited when presented with an 

apparent opportunity to talk about 

belief. Unfortunately the 

presentation of these opportunities 

often led to feelings of 

disappointment and frustration. 

The young people tended to feel 

inadequate in adult company, 
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presuming that older people had 

somehow already matured 

spiritually. In fact discussion would 

often be limited by the adults' 

feelings of having inadequate 

knowledge and experience to talk 

about such things, or by fears of 

preaching and patronising. 

Paul and Simon wanted to 

encourage a freer and more 

inclusive dialogue about matters of 

fatih and spirituality. To this end 

they would spend the next fifteen 

months planning and running 

workshops up and down the 

country. 

It was to be hard work, requiring a 

lot of energy and commitment. Two 

months prior to the start were 

spent setting up the project, which 

was to operate out of a makeshift 

office in Paul's front room. Working 

so closely together in this way 

could potentiaHy put enourmous 

strain on their friendship, so 

measures to avoid this were also 

planned in. 

Although targeted at Quaker 

organisations, such as local 

Meetings and the various schools, 

the workshops were intended for 

Quakers and non-Quakers alike. 

Paul and Simon wanted them to be 

accessible to everyone, but 

particularly to those who had not 

been so involved in such things 

before. 

They proved extremely popular, 

with Paul and Simon running 

at least two workshops a week 

for the duration of the project. 

the most 

fruitful 

workshops 

tended to 

have a 

strong, 

already 

established 

body of 

young 

people as 

part of the 

larger 

group 

However, success depended on the 

couple's ability to work with 

groups, and to adapt and develop 

their practice as they became more 

experienced. Group dynamics were 

key to successful workshops, and a 

lot of work was put into tackling 

problems in this area. As the project 

progressed they learned what to 

look for in a group, and would 

often make stipulations before 

agreeing to run a workshop. They 

discovered, for example, that the 

setup of local Meetings and the 

balance of power within them 

would make a big difference to the 

success of the session. 

The most fruitful workshops tended 

to have a strong, already 

established body of young people 

as part of the larger group. Where 

there was little cohesion or 

communication within the group, 

or there was no initial common 

ground, the workshops would be 

much less successful. 

Paul and Simon have learned a lot 

about working with groups to 

develop an environment that is 

conducive to the safe sharing of 

what are often very personal and 

deeply held beliefs. Although a 

condition of their grant was 

that no book or paper 

would be written, 

they hope 

somehow to 

make their 

new 

knowledge 

available to the 

wider community. 
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For Hannah Leavett Sibford Ferris is a small village with lots of teenage memories, such as dodging angry 

horses on Oddies field and celebrating midsummer dancing around trees with Swedish exchange students .. .  

. . .  all very different from 
her three months in an 
equally small village in 
Madagascar. 
Here she tells of working 
at a centre for orphaned 
children and girls who 
were on remand or 
destitute. 

My desire to help others can be 
attributed to Sibford. During my 
seven years there I was very 
involved with the charity 
committee, raising money for 
different causes by organising 
school discos and casuals days, and 
helping out with summer camp for 
children from inner city London. At 
the time the charity committee 
gave me a chance to do something 
productive about the fact that my 
Mum had breast cancer, but it also 
set me up for the future: I'm now 
studying to be a nurse. 

In 2003 I went to Madagascar to 
work in a centre called Akany 
Avoko, based in a small village just 
outside the capital, Antananarivo. 
At that time it housed 120 children 
in three buildings: the Child Care 
Centre, the Half Way Home and the 
Main Building. The children, the 
majority of whom were girls, are 
given the chance to go to school 
either in the village school or by 
attending classes run by the centre. 
For the girls that arrive at the 
centre too late for formal 
education there is the chance to 
learn skills such as arts and crafts, 
gardening, cooking and sustainable 
living. 

Babies are abandoned at the centre 
on an almost weekly basis and are 
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taken in and cared for in the Child 
Care Centre. Many need hospital 
care on arrival and the centre pays 
for this. 

I lived in the Child Care Centre so 
was able to help out with the 
children there on a daily basis. I n  
the mornings a kindergarten group 
was run out of the dinning room 
without many resources, so I spent 
some time constructing teaching 
aids and learning games that could 
easily be translated into Malagasy. 
In the evenings we would play 
games with the older children so 
they had some structure to their 
play and didn't get bored. If I was 
feeling brave I would try to help 
with their English homework as 
most of the children old enough to 
attend school are expected to learn 
English. As Madagascar was a 
French colony they may be the only 
children in the country who get 
English lessons as standard. 

During my time at 
Akany Avoko I was able 
to help out with the 
arts and crafts that are 
sold internationally. 
The Half Way home 
supports those girls 
who feel too old to 
begin schooling. They 
learn life skills that 
may help them to be 
self-sufficient when 
they finally leave the 
centre. I was taught 
how to make recycled 
paper which is used to 
make cards, picture 
frames, note books and 
photo albums which 
are sold locally and 
overseas. They also 
produce beautiful 

If I was 

feeling 

brave I 

would try 

to help 

with their 

English 

homework 

hand-sewn tablecloths and mats, and 
have a screen-printer on site. It is 
hoped that the girls will be able to go 
into business selling crafts or cooked 
foods from a street stall when they 
leave. 

Akany Avoko has a policy of 
renewable energy, which involves 
compost and biogas toilets: an 
interesting experience and not one for 
the faint-hearted. They also use solar 
cookers to boil water and a solar 
water tank for hot water resides on 
the roof of the Child Care Centre. I 
made them their first fruit dryer, out 
of an old oil drum, which has led to 
more being built. The girls from the 
Half Way Home can now sell dried 
fru it at the ma rket. 

The centre tries to make sure that 
every child gets a holiday every year, 
and I managed to join two: one to the 
rainforest and another to the coast. 
These holidays are a real chance for 

the children to unwind and 
relax. The rainforest was 
beautiful and exceeded all 
my expectations. The coast 
was amazing until we were 
hit by a cyclone and had to 
emergency evacuate. 

I had a wealth of 
experiences in Madagascar 
that I will always treasure. 
Akany Avoko, the children 
and staff, are amazing. It's 
not the easiest cou ntry to 
survive in but somehow, 
through dedicated support 
and ingenious fundraising, 
they manage. 

Hannah left Sibford Sixth 
Form in 1998. 

www.akanyavoko.com 
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