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TERM 6—THE TERM THAT NEVER WAS!
As we come to the end of Term 6 and the end of the academic year 2019–2020, it has been the strangest of
years. The uncertainty that Covid-19 has brought to our
lives, the closing of schools and businesses and all nonessential workers furloughed, in lockdown or shielding. No sport—anywhere. Google lessons very quickly
became part of our daily lives. People discovered walking as a form of exercise; Joe Wicks provided thousands
of children (and their parents!) with exercise regimes
and GGS quickly became an on-line learning
school. Hundreds of students in Year 11 and Year 13
found themselves with no exams to take and their exam grades awarded on the basis of teacher assessed levels and a Government formula! A robust procedure has
been followed in the awarding of grades and I am confident that our students will achieve their full potential.

Whilst the world has slowed somewhat, we are still full
steam ahead with our expansion plans. Planning permission has been put in for the new building and we are
waiting for the contractor to be appointed.
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Somewhat belatedly, I am pleased to announce the Head
Student Team for 2020-2021. Our Head Student will be
Tom Davies and he will be supported by Deputy Head
Students—Tom Day, Daniel Griggs, Louis Haman-Talens,
Mide Madariola, Davina Ogunbor and Alpha Sako. They
will introduce themselves in the next newsletter.

The big question for everyone was how to get our young
people back into the classroom so that they can resume
their studies. Government plans and guidelines varied
from week to week and members of our Senior Leadership Group have put in many, many hours studying plans
of the site to work out how we can maintain social distancing and the safety of everyone in our community.
We were able to bring our year 10 and 12 back in Term 6
for face to face sessions with their teachers. We are as
confident as we can be of our plan for the full reopening
of the school in September and whilst it will not look exactly 'normal', it will allow our teachers to deliver a full,
broad and balanced curriculum.

I hope that our students and their families and all our
incredibly hard working support and teaching staff keep
safe and well during the summer break and will look forward to their return to school in September.
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Year 10 back in school
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YEAR 7
Year 7 have been busy during lockdown—writing poems and with encouragement from Mrs Bouhamdi, they have compiled a
recipe book.

A DOOR IS….
A door is full of mystery holding you captive,
Stealing your thoughts and continually
destroying your mind,
There is a key for help, your own tolerance
and determination.

A door is a protector,
A moveable barrier that allows people to come and go in all
walks of life,
It does not judge on the colour of one’s skin, race or religion.
A door is a stoic soldier,
Always there to take the weight of your burdens,
Protect you from your enemy.

A door is unity,
It leaves no ghost in the shadows or insect
in the grass,
A door is a gateway to the soul,
We are only as strong, as we are united and as weak as we are Visions of dream, beauty and hope flash before one’s eye,
divided.
Blink and you will miss it.
A door is love,
A door is endless between life and death,
Offering amour, fondness and affection from the home within, For invisible curtains between what we see,
It is unconditional and forever eternal.
And what we think we see.
A door is a silent friend,
It guards the secrets that lie within,
It is a good listener and faithful till the end.

A door is life,
It is always open, it’s always closed,
There is always a possibility and always a beyond.

A door is hope,
With no expectations, it provides one with aspirations and
positivity,
Something special is just around the corner.

A door is the end,
Lost but forever alive,
It erases the past; it puts you into the future.
Zak Rowland Year 7

WHY FEEL DOWN IN LOCKDOWN?
Feeling down might be what you think about in lockdown
As homework piles up and you are getting fed up
You wonder if it will ever be still
The kettle boils for another cuppa when suddenly you’re on
the upper
Joke with a teacher, a trick on your mother
Baking cakes in food tech and letting go in PE suddenly bring
the day to a new start
Maths, geography and history bring me glory
English, Crex, Engineering and RE keep my mind busy and arty
Not being able to see my friends and borrow their pens
Gravesend Grammar School

Can be a wait for a fellow mate
But in such a moment in history, you have to stop feeling sorry
As a day will come rapidly when we won’t have to say hello
distantly
In the meantime, we shall say thank you many times
To our NHS for their courage, hard work and care
during this nightmare.
Maxime Carolan 7T
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THE SPONSORED WALK THAT NEVER WAS...
The Sponsored Walk is such an ingrained part of GGS life that members of staff felt compelled to ‘walk the walk’ anyway! Mrs
West, instead of organising this huge event, took the opportunity to walk it, Mr Townsend ran the route and Mr Dunne, who
usually ‘sweeps’ and closes the event, had time to enjoy evening sunshine and to recall previous walks. Here are their stories.
I think we all knew that it would be difficult and I, for one,
knew I'd miss the gentle, calm approach (!) as we counted
down the days. It’s easy to forget just how much fun things
are, and how much we look forward to them, until they are
taken away.
So, in order to give you all hope that things can carry
on, and until we can, hopefully, resume in the years to come, I
decided to keep the tradition going and literally put my best/
one good foot forward. I must say that I was a tad surprised
not to see a few more of you out en route but maybe I missed
you, 13 miles is quite a way! Either that or you were just so
overwhelmed with disappointment that you couldn’t face it
(although it was great to see Mr Townsend as he finally managed, after years of asking, to run and
Mr Poon and Mrs Purdy at the Scout
Hut (but, sadly, without a key to give
access to the loo!)
Some of the things I also missed: not
visiting (usually two or three times) a
resident along the route to remind
them that the walk would be taking
place and using the public footpath
that runs across the property.
I missed walking the route with another member of staff to make sure the
instructions were accurate.
I missed making my usual pleas for
someone to sweep and someone to
walk the route in advance only for
them all to agree, without hesitation, year after year.
I missed staff volunteering to give up
their day off to walk or marshal (too
many to name but thank you all,
you've no idea how valuable this is)
including one who was on maternity leave and happy to walk
with the baby in a back carrier!
I missed staff apologising for not being able to walk but telling
me to put them anywhere, they didn't mind what else they
did.
I missed the far more efficient and paperless way we get most
of the admin and fundraising done now.
I missed the water bottles being filled and loaded onto the
minibus the night before and giving the site staff a list of
things that needed doing and finding it all under control and
ready first thing in the morning.
I missed minibus drivers getting into school early so they could
leave at 7.30 to put signs out etc.
I missed parents telling me they didn’t think their son would
want to walk and, no, they didn’t think he’d like to help marshal and staying in school didn’t sound like much fun and wasn’t there anything else he could do?!
I definitely didn’t miss thinking about how to organise the proGravesend Grammar School

posed 125 mile walk to celebrate our 125th anniversary.
I didn't miss the total chaos that is Reception every year first
thing in the morning and then when everyone was out on the
walk how on earth we can make it less hectic and stressful in
future and never, ever, coming up with a solution.
I missed the strange events that always surround one of the
check points points when manned by a particular member of
staff.
I missed the reports of another member of staff having their
glasses trodden on and broken by a parent and keys being
flung around in frustration.
I missed the member of staff carrying a scooter round for one
student so that he could take part.
I missed the call from an ex-member of
staff telling me that he’d ‘lost’ his entire walking group (that was a really
good one!).
I missed the calm, organised help
throughout the day from those in
school.
I missed seeing staff racing the students back across the field as they
came back in and beating most of
them!
I missed groups staying together and
getting round as a form.
I missed every year fewer and fewer
students coming back in the minibus.
I missed seeing the photos that were
taken en route.
I missed an ex-member of staff saying
it was a shame that there wasn’t more
time to relax, take more time over
lunch or have a game of football
when he’d decided to route
march his group round.
I missed watching students playing football once they’d returned and were waiting to go home (where do they get the
energy?).
I missed the lovely sight of the sweeper, in a straw
hat, walking across the field and therefore knowing everyone
was safely back.
But, what I missed most, everyone walking or marshalling—
doing a fantastic job, guiding walkers in the right direction
or getting your 40 odd students and parents round year after
year and making all the planning a success. It doesn’t matter
what happens beforehand, it’s all down to everyone out there
on the day.
So, here’s to things being back to normal, or normal
enough for us to do the Sponsored Walk next year, when
someone else will be in charge of organising it—if she can
prise it out of my hands!
JLW
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MR TOWNSEND’S TALE
I have fond (and
not so fond)
memories of the
School Sponsored
walk, having participated as a student and teacher.
In the late 1990s,
the walk was
much longer and
we were just given a map at the start of the day and had to register at a
number of checkpoints along the way. We were allowed
to walk with a few friends rather than as an entire form
group, with the options of running, riding a bike or even
taking a dog. It was common to get lost or try to find
short cuts, so it was a miracle that students all got back
in one piece. The reward at the end was a dip in the
school swimming pool (now the car park outside the
Sanderson Building) and ice creams.
Since the walk became more organised in the early
2000s, it has lost a certain edge in my eyes. Upon returning to the school in 2008 as a teacher, I dreaded the
Sponsored Walk. I was unfit at the time and was even ill
at the end of the walk one year, having frog marched a
particularly irritating Year 10 form around in the blistering heat. More recently however, I have genuinely
looked forward to Sponsored Walk day, regularly putting
my name forward to lead the first group out in order to
be the first back and beat Mr Pallant’s record.
In my spare time, I am a keen runner, competing in
weekly park runs, team runs and races. At time of writing
I am in training for my third marathon whenever the
London Marathon ends up being! I also run the school
Running Club alongside Mr Turvey that I recommend
more students try out next year. Due to this, I have lobbied Mrs West for a number of years now to allow me to
take a group of runners out and run the Sponsored Walk
on the day. Despite my best persuasion and contingency
plans, Mrs West has always been unable to accommodate my request, usually down to ‘health and safety’ at
the end of the day,
which I respect.
This year however,
there was nothing
she could do about
it! As this would be
my only opportunity to do so, I decided that I would run
the
Sponsored
Walk this year on
Gravesend Grammar School

my own.
The day started well. I was greeted by Mrs Kenward and
Mrs Norman at Reception, which was substantially quieter than it usually is on the morning of the Sponsored
Walk. I started my run at 8.45, reaching the usual water
stop at Sole Street an hour later. At this point I hadn’t
even got lost. By 10.30 I
met with the one and only
marshal on the course, Mr
Poon, who met me at the
bottom of Park Pale which
was a good morale booster. He then met me 20
minutes later with Mrs
Purdy at the Scout Hut in
Shorne for a spot of lunch
(at social distance obviously). I say lunch, it consisted of some Sour
Snakes and a breakfast
bar that I had in my pocket. Despite clear
instructions from
Mrs Purdy, I then
managed to go the
wrong way coming
out of Shorne - so
close to the end
without getting lost,
but I managed it!
The seemingly endless fields between
Shorne and Thong Lane now beckoned, and as usual the
sun was out and at its peak at this point. I eventually
walked back into
Reception
at
11.35am,
having
run/walked/lunched
for 2hrs50mins, a
time which is longer
than I had planned
for a 12.5mile run
and slower than I
am capable of, but
hopefully one that
others will now try to beat themselves.
RMT
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A WALK DOWN MEMORY LANE….
Having walked the Sponsored Walk every year since I joined
the School, there was no alternative for me but to walk it this
year. Usually the sweeper at the end, I would expect not to
see too many people. For a change, I covered the route
through an evening just a couple of days after the Solstice, so
there was plenty of light. I left the School at 7pm.
Slightly rebellious, I walked up Church Walk, which used to be
the route until a few years ago. Gravesend is still really quiet
and when I reached Old Road East there was no traffic – and
no marshal either to help me cross the road. The marshals
were not there at Echo Square or Sun Lane either: didn’t anyone tell them I was doing the walk? Judith West had asked me
to take photographs, so at each of the marshal points I tried to
take a shot, just for the record. A
few minutes later, I was up past
Ifield School and (no Bill Grant at
the Hever Road Marshalling Point
either) over the bridge that crosses the A2 and the railway – but
with no Sally Banks to say “hello”
to. It was there, a few years ago,
that she told me about Pub Skeptics, a wonderful informal organisation which I have been involved with ever since.
Over the first stile and onto grass: the real walk began. It was a
lovely evening and a few minutes later I was passing Ifield
Court. I only recently learned that this building is grade 2
listed, with some very well-preserved window and other structures. Apparently, it was built
over the remains of a mediaeval
manor house, parts of which
are still visible at the rear of the
house. Usually, around here, I
catch my first sight of the trailing end of the boys a few hundred yards up ahead; this gives
me an excuse to delay and have
a quick chat with Judith West’s parents, then maybe sit and
open up the coffee flask. Not this year: no marshals here either and no boys up ahead – just a solitary runner who passed
me a few moments later.
At the corner of the next field I recall the ‘lost 6th former’. This
young person was aiming for a degree in Law. I found this budding lawyer in soft shoes talking with a friend over the mobile,
trying to explain their whereabouts – “there are lots of trees”;
articulacy and clarity are central to legal practice and I do so
hope for progress before this would-be
barrister hits the judicial system.
A few moments later, and I saw my
first dragon fly of the year. In my garden at home, we usually get them a
few weeks later. Here, a splendid specimen in full flight reminded me of the
beauty we have just a short walk from
the town itself. Peter Bleakley has not
made it to his marshalling point either
and I am soon at the corner of
Gravesend Grammar School

Nurstead Court with a fine view of Meopham Church, before
turning down the shaded path which marks the first third of
the route: I had been walking South West from the School and
now was travelling Eastwards towards Cobham.
Where has John Foreman got to? Oh well, I remember which
way to turn and once through the little copse, walk up the rise
towards the next group of
trees. Looking down the hill, I
can just make out the three
oast houses which stand beside Ifield Court. On the
ground, a magnificent moth (I
am not good at which kind of
moth – but it was lovely) on
the stone path. Then the road
crossing where, for many
years, Karen Toulson made sure that she had cleared all the
brambles from the path to make things easier for the walkers.
After that, it’s over the paddocks where a keen horse breeder
grazes her stock. They are all inside right now and the fields
are quiet. Down the long path to see Sue Humphreys at her
marshal point – except that for some reason she is not there.
Over the road and down the next path to the point which still
brings a sense of embarrassment. The path turns right – but I
didn’t. This happened a few years ago when I had been so engrossed in a chat with Mr Rapley that neither of us noticed
when we left the route and continued forwards. I remember
his words to this day: “I think this is Jeskyns”. We took an alternative route into Cobham. Ever since, I make sure I take the
right turn, and indeed I did on this quiet evening. So, through
the large orchards and down to the spot where Miss Bunny
has water and lets the boys sit and eat their lunches. Oh! Nobody here – do I detect a
pattern here?
Up through the next orchard
and into Cobham, past the
little seat where, for some
reason, Sarah London has
not turned up to man her
marshal point. At this point,
behind the church, the path
splits. Our route goes left past
the church, but in the past, the
route here turned right and
took the boys down past
Luddesdown. Taking the modern route, I turn left and go up
through the churchyard and see
the Leather Bottle in front of
me. Ah yes: few now remember the inimitable Anthony
Leyshon who decided to join
the marshals here for a few
moments and a little refreshing drink – and never re-
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A WALK DOWN MEMORY LANE (continued)….
joined the walk. Usually
here, I sit up against an old
tombstone to eat my lunch,
before continuing down the
main street towards the War
Memorial.
Well, the War Memorial
seems quiet this evening: no
Mrs Doddington to guide me
along the right way. The long
path towards the golf course
is a highlight for me. A few
years ago there appeared,
right before me, a weasel. It
hesitated for a few seconds
before disappearing into the
hedge. I have to this day only
ever seen this one weasel –
what a privilege to see such a
timid animal in the wild. I am becoming aware that the sun is
sinking behind me.
I pass the little cottage at the end
of the path. I remember that Mr
Simpson used to deliver speeches
about this place: go past the
cottage; the one with the arched
windows; the thatched cottage;
arched windows! No: past the
cottage – keep going!! He
seemed to obsess about this innocent little house: clearly, the
whole principle of following walking instructions rotated around this cottage and to err at this
point in the path would surely bring the sky falling in. With
due obedience to my ex-colleague, I walked precisely past the
cottage and continued along the correct path: orthodoxy
matters as much as ever.
So, over the Golf Course. A first for me: there were a very few
golfers this evening and one shouted “fore!” to indicate playing the ball. I was surprised and did not really react – I am not
sure what he thought of me. Was I supposed to stand still? Or
get out of the way? Duck? I carried on walking – but deliberately avoided a ball lying on the ground – I do know that golfers get very irate if you help them by picking up the ball and
returning it to them. Golf clearly has a brutal ethic. Now the
light is turning grey as the evening progresses.
Need I say it, but there was no Mr Allen at his Marshalling
Point and no Mr Simpson at his either. I follow the roadway under
the railway and continue up the hill to cross
the A2 again, past another unmanned marshalling point. It is not
like Mrs Danaher to be
absent when needed – I
Gravesend Grammar School

am sure there is a good reason. At the bottom of the short hill
I turn left. This takes me onto the homeward stretch: I have
been walking Eastwards through Cobham and over the golf
course, but now turn North-West towards Shorne and the way
back to GGS.
Shorne Ridgeway is quiet and getting dark. No street lighting
there, of course, but several of the house have little coach
lanterns hanging by their front doors: very picturesque. No
Mrs Purdy here – that’s not like her. Is there a party somewhere to which I have not
been invited? I turn down
the footpath and trudge
towards the next crossing
and marshalling point –
which turns out to be unmanned like the others.
There is a house here
about which another excolleague used to obsess.
As the thatched cottage was to
Mr Simpson, so this white house
was to Mr Jarvis. Go down the
path to the right of the house as
you view it. He was the Head of
German and always managed to
infuse an inescapable Teutonic
precision into his instructions for
following the path past this
house. At the other end one
comes out onto a field where
horses are grazing. There are a
number of young and one of
the mares is a bit wary when I
seem to be going near her foal:
the path goes past a water
trough where she joins the
young animal for a drink, or
maybe to place herself between me and her infant. I
pass and all is well. Normally, one
would have encountered Mr FielderWhite where the path goes again under the trees. His spot is empty and I
go through the gate, turn right and
walk along a path which is now becoming really quite dark.
Once, the route used to go down hills
from here, through a corner of Shorne
Country Park, down a steep flight of
steps and to join Muggins Lane (a footpath that really does
bear that name) but these days the path continues towards
the Scout Hut. The marshal is not here but I know this stretch
of the route pretty well.
A few weeks back, a man took his own life hereabouts. My
daughter knew him: he had placed a strange message on his
social media platform before leaving his house and then, so
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A WALK DOWN MEMORY LANE (continued)….
very sadly, leaving this World. I was reminded of this
when I passed the flowers which have been placed in his
memory by those who miss him. This epidemic has
raised challenges for us in so many ways. It is easy for
somebody like me to get by without too much problem:
I am reminded that for many this time has not been easy
at all. For some, it has been overwhelming. When the
School closed in March, I suggested to some of those
whom I teach that “consule cunctis” has a particular importance at the moment. I think it does and we need to
live by that precept, to protect those around us who
need the help of others.
The little green by the Scout Hut is strange to see empty.
The wind drops and the evening birdsong ceases. Do I
hear the echo of Geoff Wybar’s booming voice as he
shouts at any boys who have not quite done the right
thing? I reach the next empty marshalling point and turn
left through the gate onto the little lane. One year, here,
I reached the point where the route leaves the lane only
to see the tail end of a class of boys who had been led by
their teacher down the hill. They would have had a very
long and boring walk home from Lower Shorne. It remains one of the very few occasions when I have had to
intervene to ensure that things go successfully. This
evening, the lane is empty but for me.
Through the gate, then, and onto the path which leads
to the Hill of Despair – more of that in a moment. First,
however, I am stunned by the view across the Thames.
Greyness now as the night approaches. The sky, the land
and the river blend into one at a point where light and
darkness also merge. Looking across the marshes towards the river, the scene is one of such beauty, of mystery, and I wish that I were walking down by the river
right now, to take in that evening atmosphere. Flat lands
in the evening, with the long-drawn-out light and the
greyness disappearing into a seeming eternity – can’t
you tell I am from Norfolk.
Back to reality with a bump: the land laid out for the
work to commence on the Lower Thames Crossing:
wires and fences; road cones and temporary surfaces; a
few roosting trucks; warning signs. This will be a busy
place over the next few years and there will be furious
debate, protest, anger and division.
Now the Hill of Despair: 6th formers have, over the years,
spun this tale of the hill which is so insurmountable,
which exhausts the most enthusiastic walkers; a rite of
passage through which every young boy needs to pass.
Well, I admit, the most interesting parts of the walk are
now done and most of the rest will be along pavements,
but I do not submit to despair. The moon is already high
in the sky, and the red light of evening forms a low line
along the western horizon, in front of which the lights of
Gravesend Grammar School

Gravesend speckle the darkness with a mix of whites
and reds.
Thong Lane. Still no marshal. I take my life in my hands
and cross the empty road unguided. Making it to the
other side, I set out along the Rochester Road towards
the Lion
Roundabout. This
is
the
part
of
the walk
where I
am usually
just
behind
the last
few boys:
they limp,
they complain,
they struggle; they allow a member of staff to carry their
bag; then they get back to school and run around as
though nothing was ever wrong with their feet.
I cannot enter by the back gate, so go the long way
around and up Church Walk. I reach the school, now
dark, about three and a half hours after I left it.
The Gravesend Grammar School Sponsored Walk, 2020,
has been done.

AD
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GGS 13 CHALLENGE
The GGS Sponsored Walk raises thousands of pounds each
year for the School and nominated charities. Last year’s walk
raised the highest amount ever in the history of the walk over £14,000. The Sponsored Walk has taken place every
year for over 30 years and whilst it has shortened over the
time (it was around 20 miles for senior students) and the students now walk together in their forms, it remains the largest School activity in our calendar. As we were not able to
hold the Walk this year, Mr Stanley came up with the idea of
the GGS 13 Challenge as an alternative fund raiser. Students
(and staff!) could choose a challenge that can be anything
relating to the number 13, 130, 1.3, 1,300 etc during the
week starting 13th July. Challenges could last for the full 5
days, 1 day or maybe just 13 seconds! Students’ challenges
involved open water swimming, playing the piano for 13
hours, 13 golf tee-offs, 1300 press ups in 13 days, 13 mile
bike rides, cooking, plate washing, 13 sketches in 13 hours,
writing 13 thank you letters to NHS staff, being doused with
13 buckets of water, runs and walks.

but had to complete two on his bike due to injury. A group of
staff (including a former member of staff) completed cycle
rides of 131.95 kms (about 81 miles) and others chose activities such as walks (with and without dogs), yoga (Mrs Doddington), a bug bush tucker challenge (Mrs Bouhamdi), baking (Ms Kermode), digital art projects (Mrs Chatterjee), reading (Ms Pasini), 13 days on Duolingo learning different languages (Mr Poon), nail bashing (Mr Newman), lots of golf (Mr
Moaby and others). Miss Learmonth managed 13 Spanish
tongue twisters; Mr Dunne visited 13 local
sites of 13th Century buildings. And Miss
Webb and Ms Kenward created 13 TikToks.
Looking at photos sent in by staff, there were
many sporting lockdown beards and haircuts!

The Chartwell Cancer Trust is the charity chosen for support this year—the Trust supports cancer patients
– adults and children – across the Bromley Borough, Lambeth, Southwark and beyond in South East London and Kent.
At the time of writing, over £8,500 has been raised, with Cliff
Mr Stanley had planned to do five 13.13 mile runs in five days House in the lead.
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COMBINED CADET FORCE (ROYAL NAVY)
Introduction to the CCF by Mrs Warner
The school opened its Combined Cadet Force (Royal Navy)
unit several years ago and since then a large number of students have had the opportunity to get involved in the scheme.
Students can join CCF from the start of Year 9. We parade
every Monday evening, which usually starts with an inspection
on the Parade Square. Students are issued with two sets of
uniform (a working set and a smart set) for free and are expected to wear it on Parade nights.
During Monday sessions, students learn some of the theoretical knowledge linked to nautical life, such as navigating at sea,
tying knots and the structure of the Royal Navy. We also incorporate more practical sessions, learning how to build a fire
and cook on it or building a shelter with limited materials.
The School organises a number of Field Days during the year,
giving cadets the chance to visit to HMNB Portsmouth or go
sailing.
Cadets are also encouraged to sign up to attend Camps and
Courses organised by the Royal Navy. Cadets from Gravesend
Grammar School have attended courses to develop their Leadership skills, learn navigation and seamanship skills or learn to
kayak. These courses take place at various sites around the
UK, so students get the opportunity to meet other cadets
from a wide range of backgrounds.

An Officer and a Gentleman: Mr Poon’s CCF Journey
I signed up to my School’s Combined Cadet Force, Royal Navy
section at the beginning of Year 9 (not so long ago!). I did not
need the introductory assembly to convince me to sign up;
the CCF contingent was so well-established at my secondary
school, when I was in Year 7. I could not believe I had to wait
for two years before I was eligible to sign up.
My secondary school’s CCF was a tri-service contingent (Army,
Royal Navy and Royal Air Force). It had an incredibly rich history, spanning over 100 years - easily making it one of the
oldest contingents in the United Kingdom. The contingent
played a significant role in the local community; for example,
it pays its respects at the annual Remembrance Parade, with
cadets marching past the Mayor through the town centre
along with other organisations.
I do not come from a family with a military background. The
thought of firing a rifle was not the selling point for me (all
cadets were rifle-trained back then, but rules have since been
tightened massively). What attracted me to sign up to the CCF
was the wealth of opportunities: going sailing; visiting Royal
Navy vessels and shore-based establishments; taking part in
sailing regattas; going on external camps and courses and engaging in training exercises - just to name a few.
While I would say that I am a fairly well-disciplined individual
(possibly questionable); I wanted to find out what military
discipline looked, sounded and felt like. I can safely report
that military discipline is absolutely nothing like civilian discipline. Sadly, you will not be able to fast-track and learn what
military discipline is just by watching TV programmes and
Gravesend Grammar School

movies such as Bad Lad’s Army, Bravo Two Zero or Black Hawk
Down. Equally, you will not learn what military discipline is
just by playing Call of Duty or Battlefield. The military is most
certainly not about approaching every problem with guns
blazing.
Of course, just like the ‘real’ military, there were opportunities
to be promoted up the rates and ranks. I rose through the
rates and ranks through my five years in the CCF, so much so
that by Year 13 I held the rank of Officer Coxswain - the officer
cadet in charge of the entire school’s contingent.
Fortunately, this was also the year that the Biennial Inspection
was due. No pressure, I thought. I only had to stand in front of
200+ cadets, the guards of honour, parents, teachers, the
headmaster and distinguished guests, confidently following
and delivering a long list of orders - which I had spent months
writing and rehearsing.
There is a cup with my name engraved on it to prove it. It is
currently sitting in a trophy cabinet somewhere in my secondary school. I might go back at some point and ask to see it
again (and actually take a photo of it).
In the same year, we were incredibly privileged to be part of
the International Fleet Review, as part of the Trafalgar 200
celebrations. What I still find amazing today is that Mr Foster
(Chief Foster, our School’s CCF School Staff Instructor) was
actually there as well. If only I met him a few years earlier…
Another one of my most memorable moments was the Senior
Leadership course at HMS Raleigh in Torpoint, Cornwall. It
was at this course that I met two of my best friends, and unbelievably, my group came first in the assault course. I tried
the Damage Repair Instructional Unit (DRIU - the sinking ship
simulator), became Fireman Poon and did some firefighting,
woke up at 3am for a run around the naval base and wore bin
liners for an end-of-course performance (don’t ask!).
While the CCF is not for everyone, I really hope this personal
account can convince some new Year 7s to wait for two years
before they are eligible to sign up.
Fast forward to today.
Along with Mrs Warner, Mr Haves and Mr Jesson, I am now a
Cadet Forces Adult Volunteer (CFAV) of the Combined Cadet
Force, Royal Navy section at Gravesend Grammar School.
While the CCF, as a whole, has undergone a lot of changes
since I was a cadet, what has not changed is the aim: to enable the development of personal responsibility, leadership
and self-discipline.
As CFAVs, we are uniformed civilian staff who work in schools
and provide training to the cadets. Although we hold military
ranks, we are not members of the armed forces. Before we
can become CFAVs, we had to attend an Officer’s Initial
Course at Britannia Royal Naval College in Dartmouth, Devon.
We learnt about the CCF and the Royal Navy, practised drill
(marching), learnt how to look immaculate all the time and
took part in obstacle courses and leadership tasks. The most
important element of the course was the finale - the passing
out parade - to prove that we were good enough to become
CCF officers.
During my time as a CFAV, I have been fortunate enough to
upskill. Not only are there courses for cadets, adults can access numerous courses, too. For example, I attended the RYA
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PowerBoat Level 2
course and the RYA
Safety Boat course,
with the aim of being suitably qualified
to supervise our cadets while out on
the water in the future.
Featured on a tweet by the CCF
Having experienced
the CCF as a cadet and as an adult volunteer, I have now
gone full circle. I am in full support of the CCF and its
core values. For me, it has been completely fulfilling to
go through this journey, and hope to continue to be part
of it for many years to come.
How I got to do some cool boat stuff!
Naitan Negara’s CCF Journey
My name is Naitan Negara and I’m currently in Year 10
going to 11—depending on the time you see this. I first
heard about CCF during late Year 8. Initially I wasn’t too
enthralled by the prospect of the CCF but I still joined
because I was thinking about all the “cool boat stuff” I’d
get to do. And trust me, there’s a lot of boat stuff to do.
Prior to this there’s already been an explanation about
what the CCF does and what trips we get to go on; however previously you’ve heard from the teachers’ point of
view. I’ve been on all of the previously mentioned
courses in the past year so here are my accounts. These
include two overnight trips to a decommissioned Royal
Navy ship where cadets train and live. The first time going there you barely get any sleep because you’re so
pumped full of adrenaline and no-one truly cares that
“lights out” is at 8 o’clock—we stay up and mess about
till we physically can’t. We couldn’t care less that the
next day we’d have to wake up early, that wasn’t our
problem—it was for the older students to get us up and
organised! The second day always started with marching. Navy establishments are big on marching. If there’s
one thing I can’t compliment the Navy on is their food.
That’s only temporary though and so are the following
events of
the
day
but they
can
become immortalised
in
your
mind depending
on
how
much you
put in. For
Gravesend Grammar School

example, during May 2019, there was a course in which
as a School we went to HMS Bristol (a very old decommissioned ship). After spending the night there, we were
told our task for the second day was going to be to sail
from Portsmouth to the Isle of Wight. We set off in three
groups. This started an 1 hour long journey to the isle of
Wight with barely any breeze. It was the first time I’d
ever been sailing on such a small vessel. Our boat was
populated by four cadets including myself, Mr Poon and
two instructors. It was also the first time for us cadets to
control the boat. Tying knots and pulling the sail, doing
manoeuvers against the wind and dodging the sail mast
(mostly unsuccessfully). The way back consisted of the
wind being with us and us picking up a lot more speed
and being scarily close to capsizing, or so it seemed to us
cadets. That was my first taste of what the CCF could
offer past surface level life skills.
I signed up for a course that I knew nothing about except
it was going to be motorboating. No sails this time and
no chance of injury from a 5 metre long swinging metal
beam. This trip happened in August 2019 during the
summer holiday and I spent five days and four nights
aboard a boat with two other cadets and two adult instructors. The trip took place at the naval base at Portsmouth. It’s different when you are sailing on a direct
path with the whole crew working together and having
an input to where, at times, you are the one driving trying to follow the route that you drew and feeling the full
force of a 54 tonne boat under you is quite something
else. But that trip consisted of more than just driving the
boat and plotting the course, we had to account for tides
which isn't as hard as it sounds. We had to cook our food
(even though the three of us there were all terrible at
cooking in general) and clean up afterwards. Sleeping
arrangements were tight and we got shore leave almost
every single day. The days we didn’t we were moored
several kilometres away from
shore which in
itself is a bit
scary. For me
by far the most
interesting was
the map work.
Making a route
My sleeping places that I would be sharing with
taking into actwo other cadets
count
other
ships nearby and seeing it all work and pay off was unimaginably satisfying. I was the youngest there and by far
the least experienced but the others didn’t acknowledge
that at all and I was thrust into these stressful situations
and had to think my way out. Then it seemed like I was
doing mental gymnastics with every problem but in
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hindsight it was a lot more straightforward than I believed it to be. In the end I had passed everything and
achieved about 20 hours’ daytime sailing and a qualification which allows me to go on higher level trips in the
future. All in all it was exhilarating and I’d gladly do it
again. In fact I would have done it again were it not for
the Coronavirus.
Our accommodation—the table in the middle folds out
for eating. One can sleep on the bottom bunk (bad idea),
or on the top bunk. One of us had to sleep on the
bottom bunk every day.
Through the door is the girls’ quarters, if there had been
any on the trip. Only the female instructor slept there
during our trip. By the way we had a working toilet on
the boat, don’t worry!
The next trip I want to talk about is the junior leadership
trip which Mr Poon has already mentioned. I’ll talk about
it because mine and Mr Poon’s experiences were about
20 years apart. My experiences consisted of an assault
course, marching, rope work lessons, a speech thing I’ll
get into in a bit and lots of more marching. We were a
contingent of 28 with three senior cadets and four adult
instructors, including Mr Poon. My time there was absolutely spectacular and it’s not because of the activities
that we did but the context and execution of them. For
one, I didn’t bring any light civilian clothing for the assault course so I had to borrow from fellow cadets. Then
it started to rain during our assault course which filled up
the rivers and canals we had to cross. It got so bad that
one of the obstacles had to be scrapped for “fear of
drowning”. Don’t let this discourage you, the assault
course has a 0% mortality rate and an 100% hypothermia

Gravesend Grammar School CCF after completing the HMS Collingwood Assault Course
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rate! Granted I did mine in February during pouring rain
and miserable weather but I still thoroughly enjoyed myself and I’d gladly put myself through it again. Then came
the dreaded speech. We were placed in a conference
room with upside down cards on a table at the front. We
then picked up a card and had to talk about the topic
written on it or pass, you could only pass once and everyone spoke about one topic. You had two minutes to
talk about whatever topic you got and it ranged from
cringey out of touch stuff like “Streaks” to more general
stuff like “Sports Cars” to more Navy related material like
“Ranks and Rates”. My topic was “HMS Queen Elizabeth”. We were given no timer and had to judge when
we had said enough, my time was 2 minutes 21 seconds
which was the second longest but I was not scrutinised
for anything else but that. Many people struggled because no one is good at public speaking but the point
was to get us to say something about a topic we might
have not know much about. Finally, in between all of
these activities, there was the marching. As we were on
a Royal Navy Establishment we had to march everywhere. EVERYWHERE! Marching’s not that bad if you
know what you’re doing and I really didn’t but I picked it
up and rolled with it. Fortunately now our CCF has the
additional knowledge I have picked up on my course and
when you go on it it’ll be a different but equally enjoyable experience.
That’s all from me but I want to leave you with one question. Where else will you get to experience this short of
joining the Navy? Just think about it!

GGS CCF Contingent led by Mr Haves
Standing at Remembrance Day
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(right) in their official occasion
clothes on Remembrance day
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CAREERS NEWS

New Careers Resource for Students!
One of the most common career questions I get asked is
“What jobs can I do with…?” Enter any and every subject studied in school! We have now invested in a new resource to help
students find answers to this question and to explore the
many ways in which curriculum subjects link to the world of
work. The subject guides from Success at School also highlight
key skills and the different routes through further and higher
education including apprenticeships. Students can access the

Subject career guides through a link found in the Information
section of the Careers area on the GGS cloud when they log in.
They would make an interesting read for general career research and a valuable reference for students approaching decision points for GCSE, Post-16 and Post-18 options.
Jenny Douse
Head of Careers
(dousej@gravesendgrammar.com)

250 CLUB
The winners for May 2020 are as follows:1st prize - number 98, member since 2017, previous winner prize £205.56
2nd prize - number 247, member since 2003, previous winner
- prize £112.13
3rd prize - number 330, member since 2015, no previous wins
- prize £56.06

The results for the June 2020 draw of the GGS250 Club are as
follows:1st prize - number 205 - winnings £204.88, member since
2015 - no previous wins
2nd prize - number 309 - winnings £111.75, member since
2017 - no previous wins
3rd prize - number 105 - winnings £55.80, member since 2017
- no previous wins

Contribution to school - £373.75.

Contribution to school = £372.50

Thank you to everyone for supporting the school and I hope you are your families are all keeping safe and well.
Barbara Dumaisnil
250 Club Co-ordinator

TERM DATES FOR ACADEMIC YEAR 2020—2021
TERM 1:

TERM 2:
TERM 3:
TERM 4:
TERM 5:
TERM 6:

Tuesday, 1st September—STAFF INSET DAY + New Year 7 in
Start: Wednesday, 2nd September (Week 1)
Finish: Friday, 16th October
Start: Monday, 2nd November
Finish: Friday, 18th December
Start: Monday, 4th January 2021
Finish: Friday, 12th February
Start: Monday, 22nd February
Finish: Thursday, 1st April
Start: Monday, 19th April
Finish: Friday, 28th May
Start: Monday, 7th June
Finish: Thursday, 22nd July
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