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Ampleforth goes big on imaginative names: 
we have the Big Study, the Big Passage and 
this is the Big Walk, which is completed 
each year to raise money for the Friendship 
Holiday (see page 47). Students trek through 
the night across the moors from Whitby to 
Ampleforth. 
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Having been at Ampleforth for a year 
already, we have a pretty clear idea 
about what we love about being 
here, but our goal was to discover 
what is special for students at the 

end of  their time in the valley. Henry revealed 
that he had been given the choice between three 
Benedictine schools, but he chose Ampleforth 
because it was ‘big and the atmosphere was 
amazing!’ Bella told us that her mum suggested 
Ampleforth because everyone she had ever known 
from here was very nice. She linked this to the 
balance between social life, lessons, and religion. 
We were struck by the way in which the Benedictine 
value of  equilibrium had clearly had a serious 
impact on both Henry and Bella from an early 
stage.
 ‘First year was amazing, but also very chaotic 
- attempting to balance friendships, with work - but 
it was by far the best year.’ We had to agree with 
Henry that first year can at times seem hectic. Bella 
went on to describe how she threw herself  into as 
many activities as she could, and how she always 
managed to find something to do with her friends. 
There is never a dull moment. Both our student 

leaders emphasised the changes that they had seen 
in their time at Ampleforth. Previously the focus 
was on having fun, but now this is balanced with a 
busy work programme as well. Bella appreciated the 
fact that ‘teachers focus on helping and preparing 
students, rather than giving them sanctions and 
punishments.’ Perhaps this means that Ampleforth 
students are better behaved than they used to be!
 When they found out they were Head Boy and 
Girl, they described how they did not know what 
was expected of  them. We got an insight into the 
impact the monitor team makes on student life at 
Ampleforth. Bella described it as ‘steadying the 
ship.’ The job of  a monitor is not so much to make 
big changes, but to make gradual improvements. 
Sometimes there is a clash between what student 
peers want, and the decisions of  staff  or parents. 
An example from this year was that ‘woods’ 
(previously a prime social spot for the senior years 
to hang out and socialise) had to be closed and 
moved. Bella and Henry described how they had 
found it difficult to make everyone happy in their 
conversations. We got an insight into leadership, 
because there will always be somebody who 
disagrees with what you are doing.

 Both Bella and Henry are planning gap years. 
Bella said how she wanted to go to France and 
learn to speak French, and then go to university 
to study Classics or English. Henry might start 
university straight away. We could not resist asking 
who their favourite teachers were. Miss Kyrke-
Smith and Mr Carter came out favourably for their 
passion and interesting lessons. Henry particularly 
enjoyed his classes with the monastic teachers: Fr 
James, Fr Henry, Fr Cedd, and Fr Ambrose. 
 CCF has been a big part of  Henry’s life at the 
College: ‘even though it was a bit demanding at 
times, it taught me many life skills that will guide 
me finding the right path in the future.’ He is also 
involved in Chess Club, Aquinas Society (which 
we discovered is the philosophy discussion group) 
and recently Croquet. Schola, Sport, Poetry, and 
Ballroom Dancing were on the list for Bella. We 

were impressed at the variety of  
activities. What was clear from our 
conversation was the impact that 
friends have had on Bella and Henry’s 
memories of  Ampleforth. It stood 
out that everybody gets on, whether 
having a personality that is academic, 
sporty or artsy. Bella commented 
that: ‘The people who come out of  
Ampleforth are usually really nice and 
well-rounded.’
 We were curious what they 
thought about the spiritual life of  
the College, and asked about the 
Benedictine core values. Henry helped 
us to understand: ‘they are subtly 
there behind everything you do, and 
they help you become a fair and wiser 
person. The Benedictine values are 
probably going to be a bigger part of  
your life when you leave, than when 
you are at the school, because that is 
when you start appreciating them and 

how much they have helped you have equilibrium 
in your life.’ Ampleforth has guided Henry and 
Bella through not only their school life, but their 
home life and when they are away. ‘The values are 
the underlying thing that Ampleforth gives you, 
that help in all situations, and I am sure it will be 
very important for my future.’ 
 What advice would they give us first years? 
‘Make the most of  the things you enjoy, only good 

things can come out of  pursuing your passions. 
Balance work with fun and you will become much 
better off  in the long run.’ We were given some 
words to describe their time here: open, inclusive, 
holistic, fun, spiritual, and busy.
 We definitely got the impression from Bella 
and Henry that Ampleforth could set us up for life. 
We left encouraged to be ourselves, and excited for 
the years to come. 

Henry and Bella in their younger years at the College.

\\ WHY AMPLEFORTH?

“MAKE THE MOST 
OF THE THINGS 
YOU ENJOY, ONLY 
GOOD THINGS 
CAN COME OUT 
OF PURSUING 
YOUR PASSIONS. 
BALANCE WORK 
WITH FUN AND 
YOU WILL BECOME 
MUCH BETTER OFF 
IN THE LONG RUN.”

WHY AMPLEFORTH?

Anna Scott (M) 
Year 9 and Cosmo 
MacLellan (H) Year 9 
met up with Isabella 
Fox (M) Year 13 and 
Henry Bridel (H) Year 
13 to discuss life at 
Ampleforth.
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After a short time these thoughts passed and made space 
for a huge nervousness. On the one hand my parents had 
not yet arrived and on the other hand I started to be aware 
that I would soon be standing up in front of  hundreds of  
people to proclaim my faith. Imagine if  I would slip? 
 I tried to think of  something else. Finally, my parents 
came and the Mass could begin. It was going well until the 
point came where my sponsor and I had to go up to the 
altar. I think he felt how nervous I was because he gave 
me that look saying that everything would be alright. This 
calmed me down a bit, but when I was kneeling in front 
of  Fr Gabriel I felt all eyes watching me. But for some 
reason, I no longer felt anxious. I just focused on God 
and my faith in Him and in that moment I could feel that 
something special was happening. The Mass ended and I 
felt a big relief  but I also felt different; closer to God.

My Confirmation
BY PHILIPP FRANK (T) YEAR 10

On Saturday 21st April 2018 at about 9:00am I entered 
the Main Hall with an awkward feeling in my gut. Stuffed 
in my Sunday suit, I waited for my family to come. As the 
time ran on I started overthinking my current situation 
and my relationship with God. Why do I want to be 
confirmed? What does God mean to me? 

\\ CONFIRMATION TRIPS //

Every year, Ampleforth makes a pilgrimage to Lourdes.  
A selection of  students share memories of  their first pilgrimage… 

LOURDES
“It’s a long uphill climb to the Cité Saint Pierre - an open air kind of  amphitheatre 
- so it’s hard work but it is such a beautiful location for the Mass of  the anointing 
of  the sick. Standing next to the Assisted Pilgrims (APs), with our hand on their 
shoulders as they received the anointing made this a moving and emotional 
experience. Having grown so close to the APs throughout, it was a privilege to play 
even a small part in such an intimate sacrament. Working in the baths felt like at 
the heart of  what Lourdes was about. It was extremely difficult as you were lifting 
people in and out of  the bath for hours but at the same time you were helping 
people experience something central to the message of  Lourdes, sharing in an 
intensely private moment through prayer.” Tom Eyston (D) Year 13

“I remember one night praying Lectio Divina being especially moving. There 
were quite a few of  us, and we were sitting in one large circle, in a quiet part of  
the Hospital St Frai. I thought that because of  the bigger group, people would 
be more hesitant to share; it’s not always easy to open up, especially because 
of  the number of  people listening. But Bella and I quickly found that people 
were wanting to share and talk about what they were struggling to understand 
and how Lourdes was becoming such an important part of  their lives. I cried 
when Bernadette, an AP, told me how much Lectio meant to her, because of  the 
sincerity she was speaking with. I think it showed me, above all, that what you 
do matters: I don’t mean that in an arrogant and self-praising way, but in a way 
that showed me how we could make a difference, just by listening and by being 
there.” Chiara Wittmann (M) Year 13 

“On the first day you are thrown straight into the thick of  it. I remember finding 
myself  on dinner duty, and feeling something I’ve never felt before. Over the 
course of  the week this feeling reoccurred a lot, and I soon learnt to love it, it 
was the feeling that I had given back something for free, and Lourdes gives you 
the chance to do that time and time again.” Charles Deacy (H) Year 13

I’m sure many of  you will have treasured memories of  visiting Lourdes on 
Pilgrimage, perhaps with Ampleforth. We would love to hear about your experiences 
Claire.Evans@ampleforth.org.uk.
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I started playing cricket for an under-13 boys’ 
team when I was in Year 6. I loved it more 
than anything. My club coach put hours into 
his players and our team, and it was him that 
pushed me to go for county. I remember 

thinking it was a long shot when I was going to 
the trials. All the other girls knew each other, they 
all knew the coaches and the selectors there, but I 
knew no one. I decided just to have fun and learn 
from this experience. Six weeks later I received an 
email saying I had been selected to represent my 
county, Yorkshire, at girls’ cricket for the under-13 
age group. This was when I realised that it was more 
than just a bit of  fun. I represented my county in 
various matches and tournaments.
 I also played for St Martin’s Ampleforth boys’ 
1st team. My most memorable moment playing for 
St Martin’s Ampleforth was in my final year when 
we were playing on a Sunday afternoon against a 
touring team. I had been going through a rough 
patch with my bowling and I was getting hit out 
of  the park every over. I knew I had to seriously 
persevere and get it sorted. I practised all week and 

finished with figures of  5 for 13: a day I will never 
forget, as we went onto win the game. 
 Throughout my first two years at Ampleforth, 
after being awarded a cricket scholarship, I played 
for the boys’ U14 and U15 teams. I thoroughly 
enjoyed the opportunity. I have made some very 
strong friendships through cricket, inside as well 
as outside of  school. During my GCSE year, to 
help balance my time, I had to take a break from 
representative cricket to focus on my studies. I really 
missed playing and I cannot wait to get back into it 
this summer. 
 Cricket is such a strategic and intellectual 
game, and being a girl in a boys’ team, I feel like I 
needed to work especially hard to not let anyone 
down. As the only girl in a 12-man squad, it wasn’t 
always easy. Ampleforth has been very supportive 
of  me; it is great feeling like I can be myself  and 
represent my school at the sport that I love. I am 
helping to encourage more girls at school to play 
the sport and some of  the junior girls are really 
keen – I know that they will have as much fun 
playing as I do!

\\ SPORT

CRICKETBY TILLY PERN (M) YEAR 12

“AMPLEFORTH HAS 
BEEN VERY SUPPORTIVE 
OF ME; IT IS GREAT 
FEELING LIKE I CAN BE 
MYSELF AND REPRESENT 
MY SCHOOL AT THE 
SPORT THAT I LOVE. 
I AM HELPING TO 
ENCOURAGE MORE 
GIRLS AT SCHOOL TO 
PLAY THE SPORT”
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NEPAL 
and The Benedictine Core Values 

BY MAUD BRIDEL (M) YEAR 11

\\ TRIPS

DURING THE OCTOBER HALF-TERM, A GROUP OF 16 
STUDENTS TRAVELLED TO NEPAL FOR A MIX OF TREKKING, 

SIGHT-SEEING AND CULTURAL IMMERSION. ≥≥
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\\ TRIPS

A long time before the trip, I had 
volunteered for what I hoped would 
prove to be the experience of  a 
lifetime. I had heard many stories 
about the most mountainous country 

in the world, but I knew little about its people and 
their customs and culture. Thankfully, I returned 
knowing more about Nepal and the wonderful 
people who call it home.
 In fact, it struck me that many of  the 
Benedictine values that we espouse here at 
Ampleforth, such as attentiveness, hospitality, 
respect, integrity, stewardship and equilibrium, 
were evident in the everyday life of  the Himalayan 
foothills.
 Mercifully, our trekking did not commence 
straight away, and we were able to explore some of  
the main attractions of  Kathmandu and Pokhara as 
a gentle introduction to our trip. At Pokhara we were 
lucky enough to meet up with Old Amplefordian 
John White (O75), the Earthquake Response Team 
Manager at the Gurkha Welfare Scheme, who gave 
us an interesting talk about the work his team has 
been doing since the 2015 earthquake in rebuilding 
communities. Once walking, our daily routine 
consisted of  trekking for three to five hours a day, 
often finishing at lunch. Whereupon we would arrive 
at the place we would be staying for the night, a 
‘teahouse,’ exhausted. We sat together around a large 
table, and whilst we were just about recovering, our 
Nepalese guides would be busily preparing refreshing 
drinks, attentive to our fatigue and accepting that we 
were not quite up to their high physical standards!
 As a group, we also responded to each other’s 
needs; we knew that being careful whilst walking was 
crucial because an injury to any one of  us would risk 
delaying our progress. We acknowledged that some 
of  us had different walking speeds, and so tried to 
adapt accordingly.
 The friendliness of  the Nepalese was humbling. 
When we arrived in each village, we would often be 
greeted by local school children, who would line the 
main path leading to the centre of  the village. They 
held garlands, which they placed around our necks 
as we walked by them. I was blown away by the 

hospitality and generosity we were shown, as people 
would completely clear out their homes for our stay. 
Likewise it would seem that every Nepalese person 
we crossed on our trek would say ‘Namaste;’ in 
England it is very rare for a stranger to say ‘hello.’
 Part of  our stay included visiting a village called 
Gilung, and the secondary school there with which 
Ampleforth is linked. For two days we were treated 
to a real taste of  Nepalese culture, and were able to 
celebrate our bond.
 We were also treated with great respect 
throughout our trip. Our foreign customs were 
accommodated, with hosts raiding their homes in 
order to find some cutlery, and we tried to respect 
their rich culture as well by not whistling indoors, 
pointing, and by trying to speak Nepali. This trait 
was also noticeable with regards the practice of  
religion; in Gilung followers of  both Hinduism and 
Buddhism were celebrated and respected.
 Nepal is one of  the poorest countries in the 
world, but as a group we noticed that its people are 
very humble and grateful for all that they receive. 
They took immense pride in their surroundings and 
environment. In Kathmandu, we saw lots of  stray 
dogs, and after that cows. The Nepalese take care 
of  these sacred animals, while their famous terraced 
land is used to get the most they can from a harvest, 
and not to waste any of  it.
 Of  course, there was a need for some relaxation 
and unwinding during the trip, and to balance out 
the work (walking) with some play. After a day of  
trekking, we would be invited to join in with the 
Nepalese dances. As much fun as it was, it made our 
feet hurt more and more, but every moment was 
worth the effort.
 Since our return to the UK, I have enjoyed 
reflecting on what has been an incredible journey, 
both physically and metaphorically, in a land that 
has riches beyond imagination. These riches are 
not measured in wealth or finance, but in human 
behaviour and geographical beauty. I have learnt 
more about the meaning, and significance, of  some 
of  our Benedictine values as a direct result of  my 
trip to Nepal - ‘Dhanyabad!’

“I HAVE LEARNT MORE 
ABOUT THE MEANING,  
AND SIGNIFICANCE, 
OF SOME OF OUR 
BENEDICTINE VALUES  
AS A DIRECT RESULT  
OF MY TRIP TO NEPAL”
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The Year 13 students at Ampleforth 
College have had the privilege to 
hear a talk offered each year by Arek 
Hersh, a Holocaust survivor. It is 
hard to describe how it felt to see him 

standing before us, giving his living testimony, and 
putting a human face and voice to an otherwise 
incomprehensible event. 
 Before he spoke, he showed extracts from his 
own documentary about the Nazi camps in Poland, 

which robbed him of  his childhood. The terrifying 
reality of  this stunned us to silence. It was a shock 
to see the tattoo on his arm – the number he had 
been given as a prisoner at Auschwitz: B7608. Arek, 
supported by his wife Jean, showed such courage 
in reliving his experience: he was the only survivor 
from his family. 
 A number of  the students from the school 
couldn’t supress the simple human urge to give him  
a hug or shake his hand.

B7608
AREK HERSH

BY JOSSIE MADDEN (B) YEAR 13

\\ HEADMASTER’S LECTURES

1.1 million  
people died during the 
four and a half years of 
Auschwitz’s existence

144 prisoners are known 
to have escaped from 
Auschwitz successfully

About 1 in 6 Jews  
killed in the Holocaust  

died at Auschwitz

More people died  
in Auschwitz than the 
British and American  
losses of the Second  

World War combined

Of a total of about 7,000 
staff at Auschwitz, only 

750 were ever punished
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\\ HEADMASTER’S LECTURES

A selection of  photos that Arek kindly shared with us along with  
a thank you letter we received following his last lecture at the College.
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\\ ACTIVITIES

There I was. A few metres 
away from a muddy lake, 
looking at my house 
mates building a raft 
out of  a few planks, 

some barrels and a bit of  rope. I was 
watching attentively. I wanted to make 
sure those knots were secure: in a 
few moments’ time, I would be in the 
middle of  a lake, praying that it would 
all hold together.
 I stepped onto the spindly planks 
hanging by the proverbial thread. Time 
was running; the team pulled together, 
pushing it into open water, then 
everybody started rowing. 
I was at the front of  the raft, with a 
frog hat on my helmet (don’t ask), 
rowing with all my force drowning 
in the waves of  cheers. With flags 
unfurled, faces painted and music 
playing, the annual raft race certainly 
has a carnival atmosphere.
 At the middle of  the lake, the 
shouts had grown distant, as we took 
a fast turn round a buoy and we were 
on the home stretch to dry land. There 
were a brief  few moments, in spite of  
all the effort, to take in the beauty of  

the scenery: the lake and the  
woodland setting.
 It was not long before the noise 
was rising again as we approached 
the pontoon. The landing team was 
shouting commands. Soon my house 
mates were jumping into the water to 
reel us in and let us disembark. But it 
wasn’t over: this was only the first leg. 
The second crew were boarded and 
already off  into the middle of  the lake. 
It was their turn to do the hard work 
and I joined the welcoming party. As 
they approached, I leapt back into the 
water to pull them in. Then, like an 
expert pit-lane team, we heaved the 
raft back up for a swift deconstruction. 
 There were points awarded for 
speed but also decoration and design. 
This year one of  the girls’ houses, St 
Aidan’s, won, showing us boys how it 
should be done. I suppose one year it 
might be nice to win, but really this is 
an event where it is the taking part  
that counts. 
 I was extremely happy about the 
fact that our raft did not fall apart and 
that I had such fun with my house. 
 After all, hard work pays off!

RAFTrace
“ONE OF THE 
GIRLS’ HOUSES, 
ST AIDAN’S, WON, 
SHOWING US BOYS 
HOW IT SHOULD 
BE DONE”

BY JOHN MANSEL-PLEYDELL (T) YEAR 10
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I have frequently been assured 
that Ampleforth has been, 
and remains, one of  the 
only schools that still offers 
shooting and fishing. Shooting 

at Ampleforth has always been part of  
the school in an informal way, while 
accounts of  fishing in the valley, not 
only in the lakes but the brook as 
well, can be found by the curious in 
a lovely book by Old Amplefordian 
Luke Jennings, called ‘Blood Knots.’ 
As more pupils find success in their 
exploits both on Middle Lake, which is 
seasonally stocked with both rainbow 
and brown trout and on Bottom Lake, 
which is predominantly for coarse 
fishing, word is starting to spread 
about the enjoyment to be found in 
fishing. Similarly, in recent years the 
shoot has increased in its size and 
professionalism, putting down some 
800 pheasant and partridge a year and 
with as many as 30 students being 
involved, varying from simply feeding 
birds to beating and shooting on its 10 
shoot days. 
 Personally, country pursuits at 
Ampleforth have provided me with 
the fantastic opportunity for a break 
and rest during the busy school week. 
Being able to get out of  not just the 
school atmosphere, but the school 
entirely and have the time to engage 
in an activity which is totally alien 

to ordinary school life has been an 
immensely valuable one, which has 
always had the effect of  allowing 
focus and concentration when back in 
lessons and prep, as well as fending off  
any bouts of  ‘valley fever!’
 Involvement with these sports  
is also by its nature inevitably a 
sociable experience: we not only have 
formal celebratory dinners but both 
fishing and the shoot have always 
served an important part of  my and 
my peers’ culinary exploits, giving us 
fresh ingredients with which to test 
our cooking skills. This always  
offers a distinct contrast to the 
refectory food! 
 Whilst taking part in country 
pursuits I have had the great privilege 
of  watching younger students grow as 
individuals, becoming well-rounded 
people with insights and understanding 
of  particular sports which I’m sure 
they will treasure for years to come. 
I have also learnt a great deal about 
stewardship and responsibility while 
gamekeeping and I have seen it 
flourish in others too.
 It is impossible for me to imagine 
Ampleforth without its various country 
sports. I am very grateful to have had 
the opportunity to be involved and  
am conscious of  the significance that 
they have played during my time in  
the valley.

Country Pursuits 

\\ COUNTRY PURSUITS 

“IT IS IMPOSSIBLE FOR ME TO IMAGINE 
AMPLEFORTH WITHOUT ITS VARIOUS 
COUNTRY SPORTS”

BY XAVIER WAIN-BLISSETT (J) YEAR 13
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\\ COUNTRY PURSUITS 

BARBECUED AMPLEFORTH TROUT, 
CAUGHT FRESH AT THE LAKES

Ingredients:
Whole trout caught with guile and not a little flair at the 

Ampleforth lakes.
Maldon sea salt.

Ground pepper. 
Herbs from the house garden – thyme or parsley, but dill is a 

friend of  fish.
Lemon and its zest or pick wild sorrel which grows abundantly 

and gives a lovely tart lemony flavour.
Depending on the season, wild garlic may be used as additional 

flavouring.

Method:
Unseam your fish from its nave to its chops (that is to say: gut it). 

Descale it.
Light the brazier!

Meanwhile stuff  the cavity of  the trout with a mixture of  your chosen 
herbs, lemon zest, garlic, salt, pepper and oil. 

To cook, there are two options: either wrap up in silver foil and cook 
on the BBQ, or slash some cuts into the fish on each side, rub with oil, 

season with salt and pepper, before placing directly on the grill. Both 
methods, approximately 5 minutes each side.

HAND CAUGHT CRAYFISH 

A lesser known delicacy to be found at the lakes are crayfish. 
There are all sorts of  methods – you can buy official crayfish catching nets or if  

you fancy discovering the inner Bear Grylls, try the following:
Attach some string to a rod-like stick and bait with bacon; dangle into the water. 

While the crayfish nibble grab the from behind with your spare hand! Kazam!
Method two for the equally intrepid: take your sock bag and fix open the “entrance” 

using sticks. Bait your homemade net with bacon and watch the crayfish crawl into your 
trap. Once they enter, they will never escape!

Cooking is equally intricate: boil in water.
Delicious with a little curried mayonnaise, or a squeeze of  lemon juice. YUM!
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SOLEMN PROFESSION OF BR JOSEPH BENEDICT 
By Rufus Byrne Hill (O) Year 12 

Watching someone commit fully his life to God and also to the Abbey itself  was 
an eye-opening experience and as a student I felt lucky to witness it when, on 5th 
May 2018, Br Joseph Benedict made his solemn profession. 
 It is a rare thing to see a monk make such a permanent and weighty 
promise. Not all men considering a monastic vocation end up taking their final 
vows: their vocation is tested and some decide it is not for them, so I felt a 
genuine feeling of  solemnity, of  the seriousness of  the matter. In many ways for 
me I saw it as perhaps being even more important than marriage; the monk is 
not only committing to this group of  monks but also to this isolated place that is 
Ampleforth, and will have to follow the strict and simple life for so many years.
 One of  the most interesting moments was as Br Joseph Benedict lay 
prostrate on the funeral pall before the altar, the same piece of  cloth that will lie 
over his coffin as he himself  is lying inside it, in the same place, before the same 
altar. This stuck me as being a rather stark thought: the monastery will now be 
his life, his community, his family, until death. 
 After Br Joseph Benedict had said his lifelong vows, the monks all 
proceeded to give him a hug - I’m sure it must have been a special time, because 
it was rather beautiful in a way. Even the eldest of  monks seemed in this hug to 
welcome him as if  he was a brother, in all ways but biological. It was amazing 
to see this as they have all felt the same feeling as they received exactly the same 
hug, many decades ago, and it’s a tradition that has gone on for so long, and will 
continue this way for many years to come.

ORDINATION OF FR AMBROSE
By Edward Hookway (J) Year 12

Last year I had the great privilege of  witnessing the ordination of  Fr Ambrose. 
I imagine this would be an interesting thing for anyone to see in part due to 
its rarity - it’s not every day that people are made priests - but for me it was 
particularly special as he was my Tutor and still remains my House Chaplain. 
He has been such an important person in our daily lives in the valley, offering 
support, sage advice, a stern word of  encouragement and, if  ever needed, 
comfort. It was a lovely opportunity, for a change, to be there in support of  
him, cheering him on in the metaphorical sense of  singing the hymns extra loud. 
 The joy and overwhelming honour he was receiving was immediately 
clear. Possessing a large smile and with a decisiveness, he spoke out his 
promises. At one point (and it does look a bit strange), Br Ambrose had to 
lie face down on the floor while the rest of  us went through a litany of  Saints 
requesting their prayers. I have to confess that some of  the Saints were new 
to me! There were other important symbolic moments: the Bishop laid his 
hands on Br Ambrose to symbolise the invocation of  the Holy Spirit; he was 
also clothed in the vestments of  the priesthood and was anointed with chrism. 
Once ordained the monastic community greeted him with a congratulatory 
hug! It was then we got to see him concelebrate his first Mass as Fr Ambrose.
 Another moment that made this special was being able to approach 
the newly ordained Fr Ambrose, still fresh from his anointing, and receive 
his blessing and a warm handshake. A great many people waited patiently to 
see him and to receive this blessing, and I think that, though nothing in his 
substance had changed, his essence had. I’m sure we all felt that. It was an 
experience that will stay with me, that someone who had worked so hard had 
finally achieved his lifelong fulfilment.

FUNERAL OF FR FRANCIS DOBSON
By Patrick Morrison (C) Year 13  
and Charlotte Morrison (M) Year 13

Many of  those who loved and knew Fr Francis 
gathered in the Abbey Church on 16th January to 
remember and celebrate his life. We had never been 
to a monk’s funeral before, and it was a moving 
experience that will stay with us for a long time. It 
was a solemn yet touching sight to see the coffin of  
Fr Francis placed so beautifully and bare in front 
of  the altar. The black cloth lying on his coffin was 
the same one on which he lay to make his solemn 
profession at the beginning of  his life as a monk. 
This was particularly poignant, as it showed that this 
is not the end of  Fr Francis’ life, but the beginning 
of  his next. 
 One of  the most moving parts of  the service 
was Fr Terence’s homily, as it showed that Fr Francis 
had such a profound impact on so many different 
people present at the funeral. Some knew him as 
a House Chaplain, others as the school’s charity 
coordinator, and all as an avid cricket fan! The homily 
joined the congregation together, no matter what role 
Fr Francis played in their lives. The music during the 
procession and by his grave made it seem as though 
time stood still. These chants sung by his brethren 
echoed traditions of  the monastic community that 
have been passed down through the ages.
 The funeral helped us to remember how Fr 
Francis always was when he was with us: full of  
joy, dedicated and selfless. Fr Francis will be missed 
dearly, and it was a fitting ending to his service to the 
community of  Ampleforth. We know that his legacy 
with live on through all the people he helped. 

Monk’sA

JOURNEY

\\ A MONK’S JOURNEY
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Equestrianism is a growing sport at 
Ampleforth and is one of  many outdoor 
activities on offer. Last Exhibition saw two 
students demonstrating dressage on the 
bounds - a first for the College - and this 
year we expect to see six riders entertaining 
the visiting parents. 
 Our teams have entered the 
National Schools Equestrian Association 
competitions in the area and have qualified 
for the National Championships in each 
discipline - Dressage, Show Jumping and 
Eventing - over the past 
three years. As well as 
learning to ride, students 
are offered opportunities 
to learn and play polo and 
to take trips to learn about 
the industries and careers 
associated with horses. 
This year students have 
visited York Racecourse 
and the Hambleton Equine 
Clinic. Here, Tom Ely-
Corbett (J), a new entrant 
in the Sixth Form, writes 
about his experiences of  
riding at Ampleforth.
 Joining Year 12 in September of  
2017, I had mused throughout the summer 
holidays of  what Ampleforth would be 
like, so you can imagine that upon arrival I 
was apprehensive but at the same time very 
excited and full of  anticipation: I couldn’t 
wait to start.
 My family has a long history with 
Ampleforth, starting with my grandfather 
attending the College during the 1930s, two 
uncles during the 1960s and 1970s and my 
cousin just a few years ago and as a result, 
Ampleforth has always felt like a family school. 

This made it extremely exciting in preparation 
for arriving at Ampleforth: I would be able to 
follow in the footsteps of  family members and 
relate to their experiences. 
 I decided to join St John’s House. 
Situated in the heart of  the school and 
surrounded by the other buildings in the 
College, with brilliant staff  and charming 
aesthetics to match, I was captivated. 
The house had a composed atmosphere, 
a feature that convinced me that St 
John’s was right for me. The Catholic 

ethos at Ampleforth 
is strong, and in my 
opinion, forms a 
good foundation for 
the lifestyle at school 
because it plays a large 
part in day-to-day life. 
        In some sense then, 
my family connections 
and the life in the house 
enabled me to find a 
sense of  stability at 
Ampleforth, but I also 
enjoy the opportunities 
that are provided for 

adventure! I distinctly remember the 
list of  activities on offer and at the very 
top was riding, a weekly activity taking 
place around 20 minutes from school. It 
seemed appealing, so, I decided to sign 
up. I had ridden previously on a number 
of  occasions, but they were likable to 
donkey rides at the beach, cheerful but 
unsubstantial. My parents were instantly 
very supportive of  me taking up the 
activity, especially my father who has a long 
history with horse riding, originally being 
trained by an NCO from the household 
cavalry he was interested in me picking up 

the same hobby, which has brought him so 
much joy. Apart from being very enjoyable, 
riding also opens doors to other sports 
such as polo, racing and equestrian. 
 In early February I went on my first 
proper hack, where I was in full control. 
I got shown the beauty of  the Yorkshire 
countryside. The scenic route took me 
past a river and the cottages parallel to it, 
vast open plains, displaying the picturesque 
landscape - sights that I wouldn’t have been 
able to see without doing riding. Leading 
from large fields, we rode on a trail just 
wide enough for the horses, which was 
shrouded by branches that we had to dodge 
as we swept past verdant highland, arriving 
at a stone path with a sheer drop adjacent 
to it that demanded our full attention. 
 Half  way through the hack we crossed 
a large stream in order to reach the other 
bank. This was a test of  skill because 
we had to negotiate rocks in our path. 
Admittedly I wouldn’t have been able to 
do this without the help of  Kerry, the 
riding instructor, who has been imperative 
in my progression in riding. Still it was an 
experience that set the pulse racing and for 
a first effort it felt like a great challenge.
 Taking place every Friday afternoon, 
from just after lunch to around 3.30pm, 
after a week of  work in the classroom, it 
offers us a break to enjoy ourselves and 
head offsite and unwind.
 A normal weekly session will take 
place in the arena: the covered enclosure 
allows the three other riders and me to 
develop our skills. This can be done either 
by working on changing direction, changing 
gait or adding jumps. I would greatly 
encourage anyone given the opportunity to 
take it up, you won’t regret it. 
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It’s been an exciting twelve months 
in the theatre. There’s been so much 
going on, whether it’s the visit from 
LAMDA - a world renowned Drama 
School - to examine our Speech 

and Drama students or the unforgettable 
performances of  the Sondheim musical 
“Into the Woods,” (frankly a jaw-dropping 
feat to pull off) it’s safe to say our students 
have been both busy and challenged. But 
it was the novel approach to “Hamlet” 
that was arguably the most radical event 
of  the year: the play boasted an all-female 
cast for the first time ever at Ampleforth, 
an apt way to celebrate 15 years of  girls at 
the school. Here Bella Fox (M) Year 13 
reviews a piece of  Ampleforth history…
 Mr Carter’s production of  ‘Hamlet’ 
breathed new life into a classic tragedy, and 
was an utter delight to watch, particularly 
for the many Sixth Form students who 
study the play closely themselves in 
English. A reimagined script placed 
Georgia Gill’s “to be or not to be” 
soliloquy at the very opening of  the play, 
allowing the audience a taste of  the tragic 
turmoil to come. The dark and minimalistic 
stage was decked with mirrors to remind 
the audience of  the theme deception at 
the heart of  the play, creating an intimate 
and at times claustrophobic atmosphere. 
The play challenged conventional views of  
Hamlet in another way: an all-female cast 
made sure that this was a truly unique event 
in Ampleforth’s stage history.

 There were 
many outstanding 
performances, 
not least from our 
Hamlet. It is a 
huge undertaking 
to play the Prince, 
a character with 
such a fluctuating 
range of  modes, 
and Georgia 
was exceptional. 
Chiara Wittmann’s 
Polonius leant 
the character a 
comical aspect yet 
maintained a sense 
of  his importance 
and sincerity. 
Jasmin Sykes was a 
steely and convincing Claudius, and  
Tatiana Hewitt’s Ophelia was serene yet 
spooky, going convincingly mad! The two 
Yorkshire gravediggers (Lily James and Lily 
Browne) providing excellent comic relief,  
at one point breaking into a rendition of  
“On Ilkley Moor Bhat ‘at;” the comic 
impact of  this aside, the lyrics have a 
curious connection to the themes of  the 
play, of  worms and burials, so was an 
inspired choice. 
 The troupe of  players dressed as 
clowns pulled off  the idea of  a play within 
a play to great effect and combined with 
all those mirrors everywhere there seemed 
to be a sense of  plays within plays within 
plays, with the audience themselves pulled 
into the reflections, so we had the bizarre 
experience of  seeing ourselves as spectators 
for the Mousetrap playing on stage. They 
began the action of  the evening with a 
mime of  King Hamlet’s murder and ended 
it ready to bury the dead: instead of  the 
famous ‘Come, bid the soldiers shoot,’ the 
last line we heard was the gravediggers’ 
‘Come, my spade!’ as they set off  to dig 
a few more graves. It was clear that the 

director knew and loved the play and the 
whole production was exhilarating, a real 
triumph for the downstairs Studio Theatre 
and for women at Ampleforth. 

\\ THEATRE

THEATRE
“ARGUABLY THE MOST 

RADICAL EVENT OF THE 
YEAR: THE PLAY BOASTED 
AN ALL-FEMALE CAST FOR 

THE FIRST TIME EVER AT 
AMPLEFORTH, AN APT WAY 

TO CELEBRATE 15 YEARS 
OF GIRLS AT THE SCHOOL”
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I  was first properly acquainted  
with music by a Handel opera, 
Theodora, in which I played a small 
mute boy helping to colour in a 
scene where Romans slaughtered  

my fellow Christians. 
 Subsequently invited to a performance 
of  the Brandenburg Concertos, I somehow 
ended up seated behind the harpsichord, 
at a distance measurable in inches, with 

a better view of  the keys than the player 
himself. It is to the three-minute keyboard 
solo in No. 5, a passage more colourful and 
technically challenging than even the Flight 
of  the Bumblebee, that I attribute my first 
love for music. 
 Having started piano and trumpet 
lessons at another school which focused 
on the mundane and frankly illusive 
ABRSM syllabus, I began to think the 

slaughtering-Romans might have been 
onto something… there was no engine of  
ambition, and no deeper spiritual context 
where music thrives.
 But music at Ampleforth is different, 
and I should know, I have been here since 
the age of  9. Within hours of  entering 
Gilling Castle, I was assigned to the 
Schola, beginning a journey of  such depth 
and diversity that to choose a particular 
highlight is a difficult and unjust task.
 Annual performances of  Fauré’s 
Requiem and Handel’s monumental Messiah 
offer all the Ampleforth choristers the 
opportunity to share in something not 
unlike a sacrament, a landmark of  our 
faith expressed through means doubling 
ordinary prayer: St Augustine said that to 
sing is to pray twice.
 Overseeing all worship in the Abbey 
Church is the Organ, which boasts a 
massive diversity of  sound, including the 
unmissable Trompetta Argentea, (“silver-
toned trumpet”) the only of  its kind in the 
world. Generations of  monks and teachers 
alike have played at the console, and one 
Friday evening last term saw four student 
organists including myself  contributing to 
the same Schola Mass, accompanying the 
choir or providing voluntaries.
 The Organ also serves as a centrepiece 
for Ampleforth’s outreach programme, 
when each year hundreds of  primary 
school children travel to the Abbey to 
learn about our great and solemn musical 
tradition. So what piece could be more 
appropriate than the Simpson’s theme tune, 
played with all stops pulled out, invariably 
creating (nervous) smiles?
 Each year, a number of  students also 
choose to study Music as part of  their 
academic curriculum but it’s more than 
a qualification here: the compositional 
tasks inspire many students to progress 
far beyond the requirements of  any exam 
board. Student’s compositions live and 
breathe here: our College Orchestra were 
lucky enough to be the first to play Henry 
Kirk’s orchestral suite A Walk through the 

Moors; John Clapham composed a Missa 
Veni Creator Spiritus sung by our own 
Schola and most recently Alex Hopkins 
has contributed several works to the 
Ampleforth Singers, a specialist division of  
the Schola, including a Requiem, and a Mass 
for Six Voices, which was performed during 
their tour to Northern Italy last year. 
 Music has a natural relationship 
with Theatre too. We just pulled off  
the immensely challenging Into the 
Woods and last year’s highlight was Carl 
Porter’s Anything Goes, with a live band 
accompaniment, comprised almost entirely 
of  students from Ampleforth and Ryedale 
School. All performances took place 
before a theatre packed from door  
to stage.
 A musician at Ampleforth also 
aspires to (through daily commitment and 
the desire to identify and fix one’s own 
mistakes in order to excel), a roundness of  
character and integrity, which cannot be 
shown on any certificate or exam result. 
St Benedict instructs us first and foremost 
to listen, and the one whose ears are most 
responsive, is the musician.

MUSIC //

Music
BY JAMES LACZKO-SCHROEDER (J) YEAR 12

“THE ONE WHOSE 
EARS ARE MOST 

RESPONSIVE, IS THE 
MUSICIAN”
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I was one of  ten in my year in 
St Dunstan’s, and we were 
lucky enough to be under 
Mr Pennington (B96) as 
Housemaster. We were (and 

still are) a tight-knit group of  friends 
(despite the geographical divisions 
that gap-years create) and our strong 
relationship with our Housemaster and 
each other meant that the ‘Dunnies 
Top Gall’ could be a place of  hard 
work interspersed with joviality. It 
was amazing how ten very different 
people could create a year group 
and ultimately a House with such an 
individual and special character - I 
always thought that it was important 
that the Houses were not all the same.
 It is difficult to get bored at 
Ampleforth. I was part of  the 1st 
XV rugby in Years 12 and 13 and 
1st VII from Year 11. I spent my 
summer terms running in circles and 
jumping in sand pits, so in that sense 
I never really grew up. I loved inter-
House sports events too. There was 
lots of  music: playing the cello in 
the orchestra and being part of  the 
Schola and Ampleforth Singers. When 
I was appointed Head of  School, it 
felt even more important to show 
commitment to all of  these activities, 

and I tried hard to balance old and 
new responsibilities. 
 I did well enough at GCSE to 
have Oxford in my sights going into 
Year 12. I was given a piece of  crucial 
advice: read as much as you can over 
the summer, and reflect on it. This put 
me in a good position to benefit from 
Sixth Form teaching. My subjects were 
Latin, Greek and English. I enjoyed 
being in small sets for these subjects, 
finding that we had a lot of  time for 
discussion and that the group was able 
to work through lots of  material. 
 Now I read Egyptology and 
Ancient Near Eastern Studies at St 
Benet’s Hall, Oxford. I absolutely love 
it. Learning Akkadian is obviously 
challenging and holidays are no longer 
really holidays. I am still exposed to 
the Benedictine core values which 
are ever present at St Benet’s. I have 
always found it a challenge to express 
the concept of  ‘A Compass for Life.’ 
Ampleforth obviously does not 
churn out polished or perfect human 
beings, but Old Amplefordians tend to 
display an appreciation of  friendship 
and a good laugh. You feel part of  
something, and I do think that my 
experience at Ampleforth helps me to 
navigate now at University.

Being part of  a large family who have 
all attended Ampleforth, I always felt 
the pressure to live up to expectations. 

\\ FAMILY TIES

BY TOM CHANNER (D17)

“AMPLEFORTH OBVIOUSLY DOES NOT CHURN OUT POLISHED OR 
PERFECT HUMAN BEINGS, BUT OLD AMPLEFORDIANS TEND TO 

DISPLAY AN APPRECIATION OF FRIENDSHIP AND A GOOD LAUGH”

TiesFAMILY
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“I was the last speech on the programme - good in 
one sense as I got to see how everything was done, 
but it was bad for my nerves as I had to watch 
everyone nailing their speeches. When I at last stood 
up I was terrified but, to my surprise, once I had 
started speaking I began to feel more confident and 
enthusiastic. After I had finished answering questions 
from both the questioner and the floor, I sunk into 
my chair: my legs had become so wobbly! I was 
delighted when I was awarded the George Fleming 
Memorial prize for best speaker.”
Anna Barrett (B) Year 10 on her experience of  
the ESU Public Speaking competition.
 
“I had never experienced anything quite like it: 
I loved the opportunity to express my feelings 
in opposition to the motion ‘This House would 
reintroduce national service’ while a captive audience 
listened on! It was a positive learning experience too, 
teaching me how to present ideas and attempt to 
persuade, as well as thinking on the spot.” 
James Ogden (D) Year 10 on his participation 
in the inaugural Alcuin Debate between 
Ampleforth and St Peter’s School. 

\\ PUBLIC SPEAKING & DEBATING

It’s been an exciting year for public speaking and 
debating at Ampleforth, with students participating 
in a range of  activities and competitions. Some of  
our students share their thoughts...

“Prior to attending the Finals Day of  the Oxford 
Schools’ Debating Competition, I had only actually 
completed three full debates, so I felt as though I 
was being thrown in at the deep end! Thankfully 
Ramsey had much more debating experience than 
me so was very helpfully able to show me how 
everything worked. It was inspiring to visit the 
Oxford Union, which is the home of  what must be 
one of  the most well-known debating societies in 
the world. I really enjoyed the whole experience, as 
challenging as it was: we had been told that each year 
around 1,000 students and 350 schools enter Oxford 
Schools,’ and that its Finals Day was one of  the 
toughest events in the debating calendar. A particular 
highlight was beating the Canadian national team in 
our final debate, though I must confess it was also 
great fun experiencing the social side of  university 
life when we visited the Union bar!”
Jasmin Sykes (M) Year 12 who, with Ramsey 
Tawfick (H) Year 12, represented Ampleforth at 
the Finals Day of  the Oxford Schools’ Debating 
Competition.

PUBLIC SPEAKING  
AND DEBATING

“I SUNK INTO MY CHAIR: MY LEGS  
HAD BECOME SO WOBBLY”
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At 5am, the day didn’t look like it would 
go so well. Jammed into a minibus, 
half  asleep, a Kafka inspired vision 
drifted into consciousness: so this is 
what it might be like for a caterpillar 

squished into its cocoon. But this was a communal 
cocoon of  cadets about to emerge as a platoon.
 On Sunday 1st October, NCOs in the 
Ampleforth College CCF were given the opportunity 
to visit the Yorkshire Regiment, stationed in 
Catterick, the largest garrison town in Europe. We 
would be taking part in a simulated military exercise, 
called Black Rat, to provide us with the opportunity 
to train in a tactical scenario in an unfamiliar setting. 
The aim was to clear a simulated training village of  
enemy troops. For some reason, we aren’t allowed to 
practise this on school buildings.
 It wasn’t long before we found ourselves 
kneeling in a wooded area by the side of  a muddy 
field, with three burning tank hulks in the grass. Then 
the attack, a mad blur, but a whole lot of  fun. 
 Operation Black Rat was one of  the many varied 
activities the CCF undertook this year. We are so lucky 
to have such a thriving CCF here at Ampleforth.

OPER
ATIO

N 

BLA
CK 

RAT
BY JAY DESAI (T) YEAR 12

“WE WOULD BE TAKING 
PART IN A SIMULATED 

MILITARY EXERCISE, 
CALLED BLACK RAT”

CCF //

Anna Scott (M) shares her experience of  
joining Ampleforth in Year 9 

Ampleforth and my family 
have a long history all the 
way back to 1812, but when 
I came to visit the school 
when I was little, instantly 

I knew that this was the school for me; 
this is where I wanted to be when I was 
older and this is where I wanted to make 
friends. I have never thought otherwise. 
What really attracted me to the school was 
the community. Everyone is kind hearted, 
thoughtful, generous and I feel that we are 
not only connected on a social level but 
also on a spiritual one as well.
 I admit that I was sceptical about 
the spiritual side of  the school before I 
joined. I thought I would be in the Abbey 
and praying much more than I would do at 
home. I was very wrong. The school have 
a very good way of  blending our spiritual 
lives into academics, even when we are in 
House. My friend, who is a Protestant but 
does not believe in God, thought it would 
be strange and difficult going to a Catholic 
school. She has realised that she has slowly 
formed a relationship with God, thanks to 
the school and the monastic community. 
 Like most Catholic schools we have 
Mass every Sunday but I feel ours is very 
special: everyone tries to listen to the 
homilies and even if  they are not Catholic 
they are very respectful and polite. My 
favourite part of  Mass is definitely the 
recessional hymn. No matter what hymn, 

everyone is singing at the top of  their 
lungs, and I never cease to leave the Abbey 
without a smile on my face and a sore 
throat. During the week we have Mass in 
House, which we have in our small chapel. 
Our House Chaplain, Fr George, comes 
down and says Mass. I look forward to this; 
having it in our home makes it feel unique 
and it is more casual and relaxed than it is 
in the Abbey. It’s a lovely contrast.
 The summer before starting 
Ampleforth, I was very nervous - full 
time boarding was very new to me - but 
attending pre-season hockey helped 
reassure me: when I came back to start 
school I had already met people and I 
felt that I had already built a base for 
relationships. My Housemistress, Miss 
Foster, made sure we were occupied 
and happy from the minute our parents 
dropped us off  until our first exeat. After 
this, boarding felt very natural to me and I 
never looked back. No matter whether we 
are relaxing in our dorms after activities, 
working hard in prep, or having tea in 
Miss Foster’s study, there is a real family 
atmosphere and I feel lucky to have such 
good friends and support in St Margaret’s. 
That exeat I went home feeling so excited 
to tell my family about all the fun I had 
had, I couldn’t wait to come back. 
 I find all the staff, particularly 
in House, very understanding and 
approachable, especially with sensitive 
matters. They do the best they can to make 
our House feel like home and I always feel 
like I am safe and being well looked after. 

I found my tutor, Miss Anstey, who is also 
deputy Housemistress of  our House, very 
helpful when it came to making my choices 
for GCSE, as I found it hard narrowing 
down the options. She advised me on what 
subjects would go hand in hand with each 
other, but also kept my opinion the priority. 
 I found the change from prep 
school teaching to senior school teaching 
a challenge; however I overcame this by 
going to Wednesday support classes, which 
are a great help if  you are struggling with a 
certain area in a subject. 
 My future ambitions at Ampleforth 
would be to continue through Sixth Form 
and study Art for A level, as I would love 
to take advantage of  the facilities of  the 
Sunley Centre. I would also like to pursue 
hockey with my team from this year, as 
we were very successful qualifying for the 
last rounds of  the Nationals. I am looking 
forward to the facilities and privileges that I 
can take advantage of  in the future.

\\ LIFE AT AMPLEFORTH

“THERE IS A REAL 
FAMILY ATMOSPHERE 

AND I FEEL LUCKY  
TO HAVE SUCH  
GOOD FRIENDS  

AND SUPPORT IN  
ST MARGARET’S”

Life at Ampleforth
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FACE-FAW in memory  
of  Fr Francis Dobson
By Charlotte Morrison (M) Year 13

In January 2018, a much loved monk of  the 
Ampleforth community, Fr Francis Dobson 
OSB (D57), died after a battle with cancer. 
He wrote of  his diagnosis: “On 14th 
June 2016, I learnt of  illness; a stunning 
uncertainty, fear and beautiful grace, that I 
had nothing and could be at Peace.” Since 
1993, Fr Francis had been Coordinator 
of  the school charity, FACE-
FAW. Even until the end 
of  his life, he was 
determined to carry 
on his charitable 
work, working on 
tirelessly in spite 
of  his illness: 
one of  his final 
acts was to help 
inspire Ampleforth 
students to raise 
£12,687 to help 
feed 999 children 
in school for a year in 
partnership with Mary’s 
Meals. He is greatly missed by 
many but he also continues to inspire. 
We have recently been organising a range 
of  events to raise money for FACE-FAWin 
his memory. You can read about two recent 
events on this page. This Exhibition, five 
members of  the school staff  have been 
roped into abseiling down the Abbey 
Church in another effort to raise money in 
memory of  Fr Francis.

Ampleforth College Colour Run
By Jay Desai (T) Year 12

This April one of  Ampleforth College’s 
newest traditions, the Colour Run, had its 
second iteration. This is a great event for a 
great cause, and it is a chance for students 
to get outside and enjoy the spring after 
a long and especially cold winter. This 
year there was a flat entry fee to take part, 

covering the costs of  the paints, a hog 
roast and a special commemorative T-Shirt 
emblazoned with the face of  Fr Francis. 
The money raised is going towards the 
building of  a hospital ward in Zanzibar. 
 The participants of  the Colour Run 
are in two groups: the throwers, and the 
runners, with throwers situated at different 
aptly-named colour stations along the mile 
long runners’ route. The purpose of  the 
throwers is to bombard the runners with 
vibrant coloured powders as they run past, 

though to be honest, patience 
being in much shorter supply 

than paint, most of  the 
throwers filled time 

waiting for runners by 
testing the accuracy of  
their paint-throwing 
on fellow throwers. 
After a few minutes 
there was not a blank 
human canvas to be 

found, but neither was 
there a blank face: it 

is amazing how quickly 
throwing paint at someone 

leads to smiling and laughter!
 We were assured that these 

powders, that came in vats, and penetrated 
to the deepest recesses of  the ears 
and nasal cavity, were completely safe, 
even though their alarmingly vibrant 
colours made them look more than 
faintly radioactive. Once the runners had 
finished, glowing like walking, panting 
Jackson Pollocks, the places were swapped 
and the race was run again. This time, with 
the added incentive of  vengeance. The 
colour was thrown with reckless abandon, 
and the very grass, bedewed in paint, 
turned pink in places.
 The Colour Run is a very memorable 
event, but this year it was made even 
more special in that it was run in memory 
of  Fr Francis, a beloved member of  the 
monastic community, long time Chaplain 
of  St Cuthbert’s House, and the organiser 
of  FACE-FAW, the school charity, who 
passed away earlier this year, and was 

responsible for organising the original 
Colour Run in 2017.

The Yorkshire Warrior
By Lotte Drummond-Herdman (A) 
Year 12

I have never taken part in a 10k run before, 
let alone an obstacle filled 10k run! So 
when I heard about the Yorkshire Warrior 
2018 challenge, I never imagined entering, 
let alone completing it, but against my 
initial thoughts I decided to give it a go 
because proving to myself  that I could do it 
was too tempting an offer to refuse.

I was going to be running with my school 
for our charity, FACE-FAW in memory of  
the late Fr Francis. He had established a 
long-standing connection with the Catholic 
district of  Zanzibar in Tanzania and our 
sponsored challenge was raising money for 
a new male hospital ward in Kitope.
 The course was set in the idyllic North 
Yorkshire Dales, starting near the charming 
14th century Ripley Castle, a country 
house built next to a small lake. A warm 
sun shone upon the glowing daffodils. A 
rural idyll, at least for a moment, before a 
man in a warrior costume and, somewhat 
incongruously, a megaphone, encouragingly 
yelled at our wave of  runners, consisting of  
the Ampleforth team and many others, to 
squat. It was evidently race time. And we 
were off. 
 As well as the running, which wound 
through woods and across streams, we 
encountered some pretty challenging 
obstacles. The first one was wading through 
the lake before climbing up a wooden 
structure on the other side.
 After squelching through bogs, scaling 
monkey ladders, crawling under nets, and 
jumping over hay bales and crates, we 
finally made it to the end. 
 It took a strength I didn’t even 
know I had, and I am now proud to 
say I completed a grueling but very fun 
challenge. And I’m ready to go again!

Fr Francis was a very popular figure 
in the school and I am sure there are 
many reading this who will have fond 
memories of  him. We would love to hear 
from you; please do send us your stories 
to Claire.Evans@ampleforth.org.uk.

The students are proud of  the work 
they do for FACE-FAW and the help 
it provides to the different charities 
we support. If  you would like more 

information about FACE-FAW and the 
work we do, please see the College website 

www.ampleforth.org.uk/college.

\\ FACE-FAW
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We were lucky to have visits from 
Chileans throughout our time at 
Ampleforth. I had been told that they 
would usually come for a six month stay 
and then return home. In my second 
year, however, the Chileans came and 
made a home among us called the 
community of  St Columba. Their house 
was at the bottom of  St Thomas’ drive 
and they stayed with us in Ampleforth 
until December 2017. They worked in 
houses building friendships and helping 
students to learn to read the bible as a 
form of  prayer, which is called Lectio 
divina. The idea was to support us as we 
established our own Lectio groups with 
friends and to help us become future 
Lectio leaders: to pass on what we had 
learnt from them to younger students 
joining the College.
 So what is Lectio? It is a group of  
people joining together to read a short 
extract from the bible and sharing what 
the most striking part for them is and 
why. These personal shared reflections 
are known as echoes. Each lectio begins 
with an invocation to the Holy Spirit 
and by lighting a candle to symbolise the 
presence of  Christ. Most often, we read 
the upcoming Gospel reading for Sunday 
but sometimes we might chose a passage 
at random. The Lectio ends with shared 
prayers and shared intentions, as well as 
the sign of  peace.

 To be honest, on occasion Lectio  
can feel time consuming and sometimes 
not the way you want to spend your 
free time but its real purpose and the 
outcomes it achieves are invaluable. The 
strange thing is that no matter how busy 
you might feel starting Lectio, finding 
the space for silence and contemplation 
always feels calming. 
 The friendships that you build 
through Lectio will always be very special 
friendships because you built them on 
the base of  your faith and in the middle 
of  your friendship is God himself. At 
Ampleforth we associate Lectio with the 
Gospel story about the road to Emmaus; 
in this story two disciples encounter the 
risen Christ: “Were not our hearts burning 
within us while he talked with us on the 
road and opened the Scriptures to us?”
 Lectio is also a way of  sharing, as 
well as strengthening, your faith with 
your friends and your leaders. But much 
more it helps you to understand the 
Gospel in a personal way and prepares 
you for Sunday Mass: it is so much easier 
to listen to the homily and the Gospel 
as you have already thought about it, 
especially after you heard all the echoes 
from your friends, so that the homily 
becomes like an extended echo from 
a priest. Often our own echoes are re-
echoed in the words of  the homily.
 Personally Lectio has been one of  the 

greatest things in the life of  my faith. It is 
not easy for a teenager to show their faith 
in these modern days. Thanks to Lectio, 
and the people who showed it to me, I 
was able to see how many students of  my 
age still take their faith as seriously as I do 
and are still proud to stand up for it. 
 I would invite everyone to join 
a Lectio group or to have the courage 
to establish one because I can assure 
you that you won’t be alone. Lectio 
encouraged me not to be afraid to kindle 
the flame again, which now more than 
ever is burning in me for the love I have 
for Christ. I am proud again to stand up 
and proclaim my faith, as I know I am 
not alone.
 Recently, our Lectio group in St 
Thomas’ has discovered a house treasure. 
It is a beautifully bound bible, an edition 
of  the New Jerusalem Bible, as translated 
into English by Fr Henry. The bible 
contains a very special dedication to Fr 
Henry and lists the boys “who grew up 
like the New Jerusalem Bible itself  under 
the care of  Fr Henry Wansbrough in the 
years 1969 to 1981.” We have started 
using this bible for our Lectio readings, 
which feels like a special connection to 
the history of  St Thomas’.
 In our Lectio group: Jean Bridel, 
Jay Desai, Ludwig Henckel Von 
Donnersmarck, Maxence Louvrier-
Besson and Quinto Reyes.

At the end of  the Autumn term, the community of  St Columba, 
a group of  Chileans from the Manquehue movement based in 
Santiago, left Ampleforth after a two year stay. It had been a 
powerful demonstration of  faith: they had left their homes in 
Chile in order to share their witness to Christ and to share their 

way of  living and praying. Part of  their work had been to help establish Lectio 
groups in the College and here, Ludwig Henckel Von Donnersmarck (T) 
Year 12 writes about his experiences of  Lectio at Ampleforth.

\\ LECTIO DIVINA

Lectio Divina

“LECTIO ENCOURAGED ME NOT TO BE 
AFRAID TO KINDLE THE FLAME AGAIN, 

WHICH NOW MORE THAN EVER IS BURNING 
IN ME FOR THE LOVE I HAVE FOR CHRIST”
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I feel that it is a great pity, that I can’t tell 
you the name of  that little person, where 
he lives, or where his parents are. To be fair 
I did not even fully depict his face in under 
the veil of  dusk. But I just remember that 
he had a freckled nose, and that his short 
trousers were not held by any sort of  a 
belt, but by some sort of  straps, which 
are put over the shoulders and clipped 
together on the belly.
Sometime in the summer it was when I 
walked into a small garden somewhere 
on Vasylevskiy Island, next to some white 
church. I had a very interesting book with 
me, so I sat down to read, without noticing 
that it started to go dark. I only stopped 
reading when it was impossible to carry 
on, as it was too dark. Then I stood up and 
started moving towards the exit.
The garden was already empty, the 
streetlights lit up, and the guard’s bell was 
ringing quietly somewhere in the distance.
I was worried that the garden gates were 
going to close before I got to the exit. 
Suddenly I stopped, because I thought 
that I heard someone crying somewhere 
nearby, just behind the bushes. 
I turned onto the sidewalk. There in the 
darkness stood a small stone building like 
there is in any public garden; some sort of  
a pillbox or a guard’s box. And next to it 
stood a little boy aged about seven or eight 
and, with his head down, was crying loudly 
and desperately. 
I came along and said:
-Hey, what’s wrong?
And straight away, as if  I ordered, he 
stopped crying, lifted his head up looked at 
me and said:
-Nothing.
-How come? Was anybody mean to you?
-Nobody.
-So why are you crying?

It was still hard for him to speak as his 
nostrils and mouth were full of  tears.
-Let’s go, - I told him, - Look, it is already 
late, the garden is closing down.
And I wanted to take the boy’s hand. But 
swiftly he moved his hand and said:
-I can’t.
-You can’t what?
-I can’t go.
-How come? Why? What’s wrong?
-Nothing, - said the boy.
-Are you ill?
-No,-he said, - I am not.
-So why can you not go?
-I am a sentinel, - he said.
-Sentinel? What sentinel?
-Do you not understand? We are playing.
-Come on, whom are you playing with?
The boy was quiet for a bit, sighed and 
said:
-I don’t know.
At this point, I must confess, I thought, 
that, maybe, the boy was a bit ill and that 
his head is not alright.
-Listen,- I said.-What are you saying? How 
come? You were playing with someone 
without knowing who they are?
-Yes,-said the boy.- I don’t know. I was 
sitting on the bench, and then and then 
some big boys came up to me and asked: 
“Do you want to play “War”, and I said 
yes, then we started playing and I was 
given the sergeant rank. One of  the boys, a 
marshal, brought me here and said: “Here 
is our storage pit, in this pillbox, and you 
are the sentinel, stay here until I change 
you over.” I agreed, and he said: Do you 
promise?”
-So?
-Well, I said: “I promise - I won’t leave”.
-So what?
-So I am standing here, but they never 
came back.

-So, -I smiled, - How long ago did they put 
you out here?
-Even before it was dark.
-So where are they?
The boy took another deep breath and 
said:
-I think they left.
-How?
-They probably left.
-So why are you still standing here?
-I promised…
At that moment I really wanted to laugh, 
but if  he promised, there is nothing funny 
and the boy is completely right, if  he 
promised, then he must stand, whatever 
happens. And whether it is a game or not, 
that does not matter.
-Well that’s quite a story! - I told him. -So 
what are you going to do?
-I don’t know, - said the boy and started 
crying again.
I really wanted to help him somehow. But 
what could I do? Go looking for those 
stupid boys, which put him on sentry, took 
his promise and ran home? Where could 
you find those boys now?
They have probably already eaten dinner, 
and are now having their tenth dream.
And the person is still on sentry. In the 
darkness. Probably hungry…
-You are really hungry probably. - I said.
-Yes, indeed I am.
After having a think, I said: 
-You run back home quickly, get some 
food and I’ll stay here for you.
-Ok, -said the boy, - But can you actually 
do that?
-I mean, why not?
-You are not in the military.
I had another think and said:
-Yes, you are right. It is not going to work. 
I cannot even take you off  sentry. Only a 
leader can do that, a commander.

And then a lucky idea came to me. I 
thought, that if  the boy can only be taken 
off  the promise and this unfair sentry by a 
military man, then what is the problem? It 
was time to go and find one.
I did not say anything to the boy, just a 
quick “Wait a minute” came from my 
mouth and in the meantime ran to the 
exit…
The gates were not closed yet, the guard 
was still going round to the furthest 
corners and ringing his 
bell.
I stood next to gates 
and waited for a while, 
hoping for a lieutenant or 
even a Red Army private 
to pass by. But, as luck 
would have it, not one 
soldier was passing by. 
I happened to see a few 
black cloaks across the 
street and thinking that 
those are navy, ran over, 
but they turned out to 
be craftsmen- boys. A 
very tall railway controller 
walked by in his black 
coat and green epaulets, 
but he was no help either.
I was already thinking 
about going back, 
without much in my 
sleeve, but then suddenly I noticed, round 
the corner, on the tram stop - a camo 
officer’s cap, with a blue cavalry ribbon. It 
seemed like I have never been so happy 
in my life. At neck-break speed I rushed 
over. However before I got to the stop, I 
saw that the tram has arrived, and that the 
young cavalry commander was pushing in 
with the crowd.
Catching my breath I ran up to the major, 
grabbed his hand and shouted:
-Comrade major! Wait a minute! Wait! 
Comrade major!
He looked at me, confused and said:
-What’s wrong?
-You see, - I said. - There in the garden, 
next to a stone building, a boy is on 

guard…He can’t leave…He promised…
He is very young…He is crying…
The commander looked at me confused 
and slightly worried. Maybe he also 
thought that I had something wrong with 
my head.
-But what is my part in this? He said
 His tram was now long gone, and he gave 
me a very angry look.
However when I stated the situation 
more clearly, he, without having a second 

thought, said:
-Oh, of  course, let’s go. Why did you not 
tell me that straight away?
When we approached the garden, the 
guard was already putting the lock on to 
the gates. I asked him to wait for a bit and 
said that there is a boy still in there, and we 
ran to the far side of  the garden.
In the darkness we, with a lot of  effort, 
found the little white house. The boy was 
standing on exactly the same spot, at which 
I left him. I called him. He was very happy, 
he even threw out a little shout, and I said:
-So, I brought the commander.
On seeing the commander, the boy 
straightened up, and became a few 
centimetres taller.

-Comrade sentinel, - said the commander,-
What is your rank?
-I am a sergeant, - said the boy.
-Comrade sergeant, ordered to leave sentry.
The boy stood quiet, then said:
-What is your rank? I can’t see any 
markings…
-I am a major, - said the commander. And 
then the boy put his hand up to the wide 
cover on his hat and said:
-Yes, comrade major, ordered to leave 

sentry!
And he said it so loudly 
and clearly, that both of  
us started laughing.
And the boy, with relief  
started laughing too.
Just as us three left the 
garden, the gate shut and 
the guard turned the key 
in the lock.
The major shook the 
boy’s hand.
-Well done, comrade 
sergeant, you will make 
a great officer one day!- 
said the major
The boy said something 
unintelligible and 
“Goodbye” 
The major saluted us, 
and on seeing that his 
tram was arriving, ran 

towards the stop.
I also wished farewell to the boy and shook 
his hand.
-Maybe I should escort you back home? - I 
asked.
-No, I will be fine, I do not live too far 
away.
I looked as his small speckled nose and 
thought that he had nothing to be scared 
about. A boy with such a strong power of  
will, and such a firm promise is not going 
to be scared of  the dark or hooligans or 
anything more serious than that.
I thought about that and felt pleased that I 
got to know that boy.
And I shook his hand firmly one more 
time.

Leonid Panteleyev, translated from the Russian by Savva Kalinin (T) Year 10

\\ THE PROMISE

The Promise
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Benedict Turner-Berry (H) Year 13

HOW CAN MUSIC BE USED IN THE 

TREATMENT OF DEPRESSION?

The origins of  music therapy can be linked 

back to the end of  First World War (1918) 

where, the vast number of  those suffering 

with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) 

and the lack of  doctors meant that an 

alternative treatment had to be found, this 

being music therapy. Through the 20th 

century music therapy has been researched, 

trialled and been formally opened for use in 

healthcare centres; it would seem that music 

therapy has been presumed to have some 

health benefit towards psychological diseases.

 We can see that there seem to be 

two main treatments available to treat 

depression: Active and Receptive music 

therapy. This is all well and meaningful but 

does not answer the question of  how can 

music be used to treat depression? The 

best place to start is to look at the effect 

of  music; it stimulates emotion, it brings a 

response (“affective motivational qualities”) 

- but why? Part of  the answer would seem 

to lie in the “non-referential” qualities of  

music; this is referring to the fact that music 

cannot be explicitly related to something 

else but only shown to have effects or 

similarities with something; it could be 

said the music has a strong metaphorical 

function. For example, one can say “music 

is like a painting” because it may share in 

the similar feelings that a painting evokes, 

but that does not mean in any way is 

music a painting; rather it shares collective 

effective qualities that the painting has. 

How does this relate to the topic of  music 

and depression? It’s like saying “music is 

like a drug” it can act in a similar way to 

a drug in that it can change the levels of  

absorption in the neurotransmitter process; 

but again it is not a drug. Perhaps it’s this 

non-referential property of  music that takes 

the listener to an unexpected place: for 

example, this might be through the use of  

an interrupted cadence (IV-V-VI) where, the 

listener would be expecting to go back to 

the “home key” (tonic), but is instead taken 

on a journey. Through this, a change in the 

absorption of  the neurotransmitter levels 

can be observed in a similar way to that of  

an anti-depressant and is the reason why 

music can be used in the same way to treat 

depression.
 In a lecture, given by Jeremy Begbie, 

he too talks about the qualities music can 

have with medicine. In his paper ‘Theology, 

music and time’ he writes that there are four 

ways music can help “shape someone for 

the better” - this of  course being relevant 

as the point; as a main objective of  music 

therapy is to raise a depressive patient to a 

“higher Cognitive state.” The first, music can 

“help and reshape someone by combining 

dissonance with hope;” what does this 

mean? Here, Begbie is talking about musical 

dissonance in harmony. There are many 

examples of  dissonances in harmony, the 

most simple being the use of  a V7 chord in 

a perfect cadence (seen in example 1). 

 

Take the perfect cadence of  C major; the 

V7 chord would consist on G, B, D and F 

natural if  the chord is in root position. It is 

the addition of  the F natural that provides 

dissonance - it no longer makes the chord 

consonant and this is what Begbie is 

referring to when about dissonance. But 

why does it provide hope? And why is 

this important in treating depression? It 

provides hope because one knows where 

its leading - back to the home key, in the 

case of  the V7 chord in c major, the listener 

knows the chord will resolve in c major, 

again reinforcing this idea of  a home key...

A*
Has an offer of  an organ  

scholarship at Cambridge.

\\ ACADEMIC ENRICHMENT: EPQ

Since its inception in 2008, 
Ampleforth has offered all 
Sixth Form students the 
opportunity to undertake 

an Extended Project 
Qualification (EPQ). 
These research-based 

projects are undertaken on 
any topic of  the student’s 
choosing and provide an 
exciting opportunity for 
students to manage their 
own learning. We strongly 

believe that learning should 
be something that students 
do to prepare them for the 
future but more than that, 
something they want to 

do. The following extracts 
give a real flavour of  some 
of  the most recent EPQ 

submissions.

Maire McGovern (B) Year 13HOW DO DIFFERENT INERPRETATIONS IN RELIGION  
LEAD TO CONFLICT?

Religion has existed for thousands of  
years in many different forms all over the 
world, and with an abundance of  differing 
views and opinions, comes conflict. These 
can consist of  fully fledged wars such as 
the crusades, the conflicts in Afghanistan 
of  Iraq, or theological conflicts in what a 
religion should commonly believe. In this 
essay I will explore the various conflicts 
in the history of  Christianity, Islam, and 
Buddhism, and attempt to understand how 
they were caused and the misinterpretations 
in thought and scripture which may have 
led to conflict. A big question this initially 
proposes is whether religions have a correct 
interpretation in scripture and belief  which 
should not be distorted, or whether they 
can be interpreted in a number of  ways 
which may have conflicting implications. 
This also offers the implications which can 
occur from wrongful misinterpretations, 
or simply ones which disagree. Exploring 
whether there are absolute rules and truths 
in religion or in our conscience which 
can be misinterpreted and lead to conflict 
may help with this uncertainty, such as in 
the case of  moral ruling. The amount of  
conflict based on the grounds of  religious 
faiths lead some to believe that religion 
is the greatest cause of  war, despite most 
religions’ insistence that war and killing is 
against most of  their teachings. In Islam, 
for example, it is the concept of  Jihad; 
meaning struggle. There is the internal and 
external jihad, and the Prophet Muhammed 
is said to have agreed that the internal jihad 
is the greater of  the two. After a battle, he 
said: ”We are finished with the lesser jihad; 
now we are starting the greater jihad.” The 
most common meaning of  Jihad in recent 
times has been ‘holy war.’ In his book, 
‘Letters to a young muslim,’ 

Omar Saif  Ghobash explains the issues of  
misinterpretation of  jihad, and true islam, 
which I will come back to later.
 The book, ‘David and Goliath’ 
by Malcolm Gladwell explains how the 
story of  David and the giant is greatly 
misinterpreted by its readers, and the 
scripture needs further thought to 
understand what is truly going on. This type 
of  misinterpretation is what is happening 
all over the world in fundamentalism, in 
which religion is used and moulded to give a 
different message, usually something against 
the original teachings. The easiest way to 
define these teachings, I would argue, is 
the teachings laid down by the founder of  
the religion; in this case, Jesus. Christianity 
has the same issue which Aquinas’ just war 
theory tries to solve; When is it God’s will 
to go to war? In this way, the two religions 
approach a dispute the same way; by 
deciding what to do. 

A
Has an offer to read  Theology at Durham
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Example 1: 
showing the chord 

progression of  a 

perfect cadence in 

C major
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Bridget Stuart (B) Year 13

IS DRUG ADDICTION CAUSED  
BY NATURE OR NURTURE?

It was theorised in the 2000s that there was such a thing as an ‘addiction gene,’ which would cause a carrier to become an addict and was inheritable. However, there is not a singular so-called ‘addiction gene.’ In fact, there are at least more than 50 different genes that will contribute to causing addiction. These genes lead to 
addiction in a number of  different ways, but no single gene will directly cause a 
person to become a drug addict. When scientists search for ‘addiction genes,’ 
they are actually 
searching for the 
genetic differences 
that cause a person 
to be less or more 
vulnerable to 
addiction. People 
who possess such 
genes, having 
primarily tried 
a certain drug, 
will be much 
more eager to 
try it again, thus 
they are more 
susceptible to 
becoming addicted. These people may 
experience a more rewarding and more pleasurable high. They might also find 
it much harder to quit once started, by experiencing more intense withdrawal 
symptoms. However, as addiction is a 
very complex mental illness, only certain combinations of  certain genes will result in vulnerability, and sometimes the genes will only lead to vulnerability under 
very specific environmental conditions. Therefore due to this complexity, not all carriers of  addiction genes will express the trait and no two addicts will possess the same combination of  addiction genes… 

Epigenetics and Addiction: 
Certain circumstances or events in life can cause a gene to be silenced or expressed. 
Everything from exposure to tobacco, to what an individual eats or where they live can overtime cause chemical modifications around genes that lead to those genes 
being switched on or off. Chemical tags, or epigenetic markers, attach to DNA, 
instructing that cell to either activate or 
silence a particular gene. Epigenetic changes to gene expression are not final and can 
sometimes be reversed, however there is a lot of  new research suggesting that Epigenetic changes can be inherited. In between each 

generation, the 
epigenetic markers 
are eliminated in cells 
named ‘primordial 
germ cells’ (PGC), 
which are the 
predecessors of  the 
gamete cells. This 
enables every gene 
to be read afresh for 
each new generation. 
The primordial 
germ cells (PGC) 
are very efficient at 
this ‘reprogramming’ 
of  DNA, 

however recent research at the University of  Cambridge, funded by the Wellcome 
Trust, found that some rare forms of  DNA methylation can ‘avoid’ the erasing process. Thus, the epigenetic information can be 
transmitted to the subsequent offspring and generations. Epigenetic changes to DNA can also occur during pregnancy, and act directly upon the foetus. Circumstances such as, 
the mother’s diet or stress levels can lead to epigenetic changes in the foetus.

A*
Has an offer to read Experimental 
Psychology at Oxford

\\ ACADEMIC ENRICHMENT: EPQ

An example of  an epigenetic mechanism is DNA methylation. It occurs by the addition of  a methyl group (CH3) to DNA, causing that gene expressed, and activated, or to be inactivated (19). Another epigenetic mechanism is Histone modification. Post-translational modifications to the histone proteins on DNA affect how tightly the DNA is wrapped around the histone proteins. This affects the availability of  a gene to be transcribed by RNA polymerase, causing the gene is be either expressed or deactivated (20).

BONDS OF 
FRIENDSHIP

BY HENRY BRIDEL (H) YEAR 13

So there we were, a bunch of  Ampleforth Sixth Formers, being driven 
around on a 2-tonne digger by teenagers from Oak Field School in 
Nottingham, laughing our heads off. If  this all seems like a pretty 
typical day out at Diggerland, let me tell you something pretty cool: 
our temporary chauffeurs from Oak Field all live with some form of  

disability, yet here they were in total and exhilarating control of  some seriously 
heavy machinery. If  it was thrilling for us to see and take part in, I wonder how 
it must have felt for the Oak Field students to be given the freedom to drive on 
their own? ≥≥
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Oak Field School and Specialist 
Sports College specialises in 
providing education for pupils with 
learning difficulties and physical 
disabilities, and at the end of  a long 

school year, and having raised over £10,000 to 
fund it, around 30 of  our Year 12 students hosted 
our annual holiday for 16 of  their students.
 There’s a reason it’s called the ‘Friendship 
Holiday’ though to be honest, at first it was hard 
to fathom why: here were students whose life 
experience and daily challenges were so vastly 
different to ours, it wasn’t at all clear we could 
be friends, and as for the holiday part, aren’t they 
supposed to be restful? Aren’t they supposed to  
be fun? 
 Sharing dorms with the Oak Field students 
led to sleepless nights and at the first bleary-eyed 
wake-up call, I had to remind myself  that this 
was an experience that Ampleforth has hosted 
since 2004 and that every year students keep on 
recommending it, so it had to get better. The thing 
is, it was hard: I felt tired and grumpy, and far  
from friendly.
 Throughout the week, the Ampleforth 
students accompany the Oak Field students on a 
range of  activities from simply painting together 
or dancing at The Windmill, to screaming our 
way round a roller-coaster ride at Lightwater 
Valley, or from singing in the torrential-rain-train 
at Scarborough, to driving heavy machinery at 
Diggerland. I can’t pinpoint a moment of  change, 
so much as gradually realising that we were all 
laughing so much of  the time. 
 There is a part of  the rule of  St Benedict 
which speaks of  giving the strong something to 
yearn for and the weak nothing to run from. The 
Oak Field students all had some physical or mental 
disability, which in some way presented a very 
visible and symbolic weakness, but by the end of  
the week, I had seen how much living with their 
disabilities had provided them with such strength. 
In contrast, while we Ampleforth students 
ostensibly appear strong, I better understood that 
we all have our own weaknesses and vulnerabilities 
too, but we are habitually adept at hiding them. 
This was a lesson for us as we moved towards our 
final year at school: as the oldest students in the 

school, we would have to be alert to the fact that 
it might not be obvious when friends and fellow 
students need our help or support. 
 This was a week that challenged me more than 
I could have expected. I found myself  in unfamiliar 
situations, responsible for, and yet completely 
trusted by, someone with very visible vulnerability 
and need. I found it extremely humbling that these 
boys and girls, of  our age, having barely met us 
and in unfamiliar surroundings, were prepared to 
trust us enough to help them get ready each day 
and help them to bed each night. At the same 
time, these were people who were overcoming 
each day such great challenges and finding joy and 
laughter in the simplest of  ways. All of  this broke 
down any preconceptions I had about living with 
people with mental or 
physical disabilities, 
but also gave me 
an insight into the 
amount of  care and 
devotion needed to 
provide full-time 
care for those living 
with disabilities: we 
were here for a week 
and then they would 
be back with their 
families and full-time 
carers. 
 At the end of  
the week, we finished 
with a Mass of  
thanksgiving in the 
intimate and beautiful chapel in Alban Roe House. 
During the offertory, the Oak Field students had 
prepared us gifts and we together shared our 
memories of  the week and offered thanks for the 
gift of  friendship that we had shared. Looking 
around the room, many of  us were crying; I 
imagine each had their own reasons but having 
grown so close over the course of  the week, it was 
difficult to say goodbye. I was struck by how much 
we had come to mean to the students from Oak 
Field, and perhaps even more so, how much they 
had come to mean to us. Over such a short period 
of  time, we had developed close, if  fleeting, bonds 
of  friendship.
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\\ BONDS OF FRIENDSHIP

“I FOUND IT EXTREMELY 
HUMBLING THAT THESE 
BOYS AND GIRLS, OF OUR 
AGE, HAVING BARELY MET 
US AND IN UNFAMILIAR 
SURROUNDINGS, WERE 
PREPARED TO TRUST US 
ENOUGH TO HELP THEM”
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For students at Ampleforth, St Benedict’s 
day is an opportunity to celebrate our 
school, to contemplate its core values, 
and to help us to try and implement them 
into our lives. It’s also a day off  lessons 

and that has to be valuable.

Each of  the boarding houses have a slightly different 
twist on St Benedict’s day, but we all tend to take 
part in activities to develop our faith and sense of  
community. Many of  the activities are based around 
the stewardship of  our beautiful site. 

It is a day I especially enjoy as I am reminded that 
school is not just about getting the grades but learning 
how to be better friends to each other, being able to 
develop our faith freely and to sample another batch 
of  our amazing Matron’s delicious cooking!

\\ ST BENEDICT’S DAY

ST BENEDICT’S DAY
BY LUCY MURPHY (B) YEAR 12

“WE ALL TEND TO TAKE 
PART IN ACTIVITIES TO 
DEVELOP OUR FAITH AND 
SENSE OF COMMUNITY”
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This year’s Young Enterprise team are collaborating with an existing company, 
Ace Tea, London, with the aim of  creating a new, exciting tea that has health perks 
whilst retaining an explosion of  flavours. Healthy and tasty will always be the holy 
truffle for anyone in the food and drink industry and we think we might just have 
the perfect blend. 
 Part of  the appeal of  Young Enterprise is to gain experience with a real 
life business. We started ours back in December, on a snowy day outside Asda in 
Harrogate, our team won its first award - Best Sales Pitch- at our first Trade Fair,  
as judged by the Mayor of  Harrogate and the team at Stray FM. But more was  
to come. 
 We have created our new brand name - Nuleaf. Our tea is all about feeling 
good and turning over a new leaf. We have two flavours on offer: Hot Ginger, 
which is packed full with a punch of  spice and antioxidants, and our Royal 
Moroccan Mint, which is rejuvenating and refreshing. 
 Not only does Nuleaf  stand for living healthily, it also believes in treating 
yourself; our tea is extremely versatile: it makes a cracking iced-tea or even a night 
cap cocktail - every tea box comes with a fun cocktail idea. 
 Our market research within school and numerous tea shops like the 
renowned Betty’s has shown us that our new tea is special. We have also had the 
taste of  selling our tea at Ampleforth parents’ days which has been a huge success. 
 Designing our own beautiful, hand designed packaging and securing deals 
with numerous shops to sell our wonderful tea has all been part of  the process. 
Our journey with Young Enterprise hasn’t been easy, but we have pushed 
through each problem we have encountered. We were already so proud of  what 
we accomplished when we travelled this May to the Young Enterprise County 
Final. Nervous, excited, full of  hope; it was an amazing day. Our team won the 
award for Best Financial Management and another for Best Sales, Marketing and 
Customer Focus. We were delighted and so thrilled but even better: we won the 
Best Company overall in North Yorkshire and are through to the Yorkshire and 
Humber final on 13th June!
 We warmly invite you to try or purchase your Nuleaf  as soon as you can! 
 The Year 12 team this year consists of  Bella Illingworth (A), Matilda 
Tidmarsh (A), Gigi Bolza (B), Frankie Foxcroft (B), Lily Browne (B), Solène Saint 
Marc (A), Oli Saxby (D) and Ed Gibson (D).

BY BELLA ILLINGWORTH (A) YEAR 12

YOUNG 
ENTERPRISE

\\ YOUNG ENTERPRISE

“THE APPEAL OF YOUNG 
ENTERPRISE IS TO GAIN 

EXPERIENCE WITH A REAL 
LIFE BUSINESS”
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Young Minds: 
Individual Enquiry

\\ YOUNG MINDS: INDIVIDUAL ENQUIRY

For every new decision we make, whether it is small or large, conflict takes place inside our brain 
between different neural networks and sectors. Neurons carry short term memories and the neurons 
that favour a certain side of  a decision work in unison to create larger neural spikes. The battle is 
a “winner takes all” and the neurons work hard to create the largest cell assembly. Eventually the 
largest cell assembly will begin to suppress the other neural clusters becoming the outright winner. 

 These new decisions, however, take place in the pre-frontal cortex and require a lot of  effort. To combat 
this long, tiresome process, our brain has a short-cut. As our brain becomes familiar and well practised in a 
certain decision, we begin to make choices that are almost fast-tracked through the system, making it easy for 
x to become superior. These are referred to as “hard-wired” decisions and are key to making our decisions 
quicker and our lives easier. However when one has “hard-wired” a certain decision, it requires a lot of  effort to 
overcome it with an unfamiliar opponent…

Xander Mohan marker’s comments: “This struck me as a witty title for an essay which looks into the neurology in psychology. 
It examines belief  reinforcement. It shows how addiction and OCD can be described in terms of  reactions to stimuli… We discover 
the role of  emotion in supplying hope in what would otherwise be too thinly rational a business for human beings to endure…”

Is it likely that life beyond Earth exists and that its detection is possible? 

“Two possibilities exist: either we are alone in the Universe or we are not. Both are equally terrifying.”
Arthur C. Clarke

What do we mean by life?

Erwin Schrödinger might have found it possible to explain the 
phenomena of  life in his book “What is life” based on the laws of  
physics but a biologist would give a different answer from a theoretical 
physicist. There is no simple, accepted definition of  what life is. NASA 
compares the semantic task of  defining life to the ancient Hindu story 

of  identifying an elephant by having six blind men touch only the tail, the trunk, 
or the leg. The seven processes generally regarded as the characteristics of  life on 
Earth are the ability for movement, respiration, sensitivity, growth, reproduction, 
excretion and the need for nutrition. However, Koshland believes that DNA, 
response to environment, compartmentalization, energy, regeneration, adaptability 
and seclusion are the seven features of  life. The working definition of  life being a 
self-sustaining system capable of  Darwinian evolution that has been used by NASA 
has been criticised as we cannot live without oxygen, food or water. NASA researcher 
Chris McKay considers that a simpler definition is that life is a material system that 
undergoes reproduction, mutation and natural selection but believes “our lack of  data 
is reflected in our attempts to define life”. 
 Astrobiologist, Sohan Jheeta believes that spacecraft should be designed that 
look for proton gradients as part of  his definition of  life is a thermodynamically open 
chemical system with a semi-permeable boundary containing an information-based 
complex system with emergent properties, part of  which drives a metabolism based 
on a proton gradient. Although we would only detect life that is chemically similar to 
life on Earth, he suggests that we might not be able to detect life that is completely 
different from life on Earth.  
 Understanding how life formed on Earth (with chemistry giving rise to biology) 
can help us to understand how it might form elsewhere…

William Hunt marker’s comments: “This is an ambitious essay which embraces science, history, 
technology, theory, and philosophy… he has done a lot of  research, and presented it well, with many 
interesting ideas and facts included… the foray into the extremophiles was good, as was the extension 
to the discussion of  “Goldilocks Zones”…

Xander Mohan (H) written last year while in Year 10

How do I decide?

William Hunt (O) written last year while in Year 10

Are we alone in the Universe? 

Individual Enquiries are answers to questions set by the students themselves.  
Any student can do one. They just need to decide on a topic they want to 
explore or learn about and set themselves a question to answer. They will have  
a staff  sponsor to help guide them but these are independent pieces of  research. 
The only rule is that the topic should be beyond the syllabus of  taught content.
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I     presume for some of  you the first thought that 
spawned in your mind is why? Why waste precious 
time of  my life pondering on something that is my 
birthright? The mind came along with a package 
called “life”, isn’t it merely a dull truism for us to 

form thoughts, cultivate feelings and act accordingly to 
them? No. About 3.8 billion years ago life on earth began 
as prokaryotic cells. And after suffering from astronomical 
numbers of  meteor bombardment, relentless turmoil of  
abrupt climate changes, finally evolution has brought us 
here – a time of  miracle where never before a species of  
such exceeding intellect has dominated earth’s ecological 
system at a global scale. A time period that incapsulates 
us, Humans. Thus the infinitesimal probability makes the 
existence of  our minds a miracle, can we as products of  
natural selection play god and recreate these miracles? And 
if  you do not put your beliefs in Darwin’s “Survival of  the 
fittest”, then think of  it as a pursuit, not so much to say 
inspire, but open up a doorway of  curiosity to what defines 
our “superior” existence.
 This enquiry, with modesty and awareness of  my 
limited knowledge, initiates by providing dogmas on two 
views of  the “What is a mind problem.” The materialistic 
view, which generally endorses that although our feelings 
disparages it, everything can eventually be reduced to 
smaller unit of  composition. Our brains are an intricate 
nexus of  co-working cells that manifests emotions, and 
allow thoughts to emerge, but at the end of  the day follow 
simple physical laws that all other matter on earth do. Also 
a dualistic view, which takes a more spiritual approach. 
They believe in the idea that the mind is more than just 
the brain, but an amalgam of  physicality and something 
immaterial regarded as the “soul”, which can be held 
accountable for our conscience and our feelings. After a 
panoramic insight of  what a mind is, the enquiry continues 
to whether it is possible for us humans to put a mind into 
being, if  we will one day become what we now worship?

Calvin Tsang: “I have always been intrigued by how the human 
mind works and whether it would be possible to incorporate it 
into robots, so I thought I would research it. The Individual 
Enquiry seemed like an opportunity to produce something 
interesting out of  it. It was certainly more intellectually 
stimulating than the average night at Windmill!”

So how have all these contentious tweets, media posts and newspaper 
articles really impacted upon us? In a study carried out by the New 
American Foundation, since 9/11, white right-wing terrorists have killed 
almost twice as many Americans in home attacks than radical Islamists 
have, virtually dismissing the idea that all American terrorist attacks are 

Muslim/from the Middle East. In another public survey, Fox News found with 
polls taken after the 9/11 attacks, the majority of  people believed that the United 
States was safer. However as of  2015, 38% of  Americans believed the US was safer, 
as oppose to 53% believing the US was less safe.
 It seems as if  people may be too trusting, as disinformation regularly occurs, 
with fake or edited pictures regularly being used. Social media has the potential to 
spread information rapidly around the world, telling millions of  people the same 
piece of  news through hundreds of  different outlets such as Twitter, Facebook, 
Instagram and YouTube. Due to the sheer nature of  information being generated 
on social media sites, reactions are often instantaneous, meaning that people often 
do not stop to think about whether or not the information they have received is 
trustworthy. If  these people then share their immediate reactions, the downward 
spiral continues, plunging the rest of  their social circles online into a depth of  false 
information and propaganda. Whether or not we should be fully monitoring every 
suspicious social media post is a different subject of  online safety. Whilst terrorism 
is being shared and becoming more problematic in the news, younger generations 
like ours are becoming more exposed to the dangers of  extremism, and recruitment. 
Terrorist groups such as ISIS often target teenagers and young adults due to their 
naivety and idealism and, according to a poll by ICM, more than one in four French 
youth between the ages of  18 and 24 have a favourable or very favourable opinion 
of  Isis, although only 7-8% of  France is Muslim.

Rosaleen McKell marker’s comments: “The essay begins in a punch, journalistic style, but 
she is careful to define the key terms she uses like propaganda and terrorism… an argument is 
made that young people especially react too quickly and uncritically to news and imagery that is, 
after all, designed deliberately to manipulate us. The argument is cumulative, and in particular,  
the link made between Kitchener’s “Lad’s Army” propaganda and ISIS virals today, which are  
so aimed at alienated youth, is very good.”

\\ YOUNG MINDS: INDIVIDUAL ENQUIRY

Rosaleen McKell (A) written last year while in Year 10

How has Modern Day Propaganda affected our 
views and beliefs of  the Middle Eastern world?

Calvin Tsang (EW) Year 12

What is a mind and can it be 
artificially created?

An essay writer on Alexander the Great may 
approach her most intriguing subject in 
one of  three ways: first, she may deal with 
this most charismatic, yet short-lived man 
through an examination of  his public life, 

as one of  the most successful and famous generals in 
all history; second, she may go to the opposite extreme 
and look at his disordered private life and focus on his 
insecurities and his dysfunctional family and how these 
broken relationships formed his character and affected 
his decisions; or third she may look at him as a fortunate, 
serendipitous man who found himself  in a position of  
power and built an empire on the solid foundations of  
his father’s victories. The ‘problem’ - as laid out here - of  
Alexander the Great will be expounded here in this essay. 
 It is in the nature of  a short biography that some 
dates and events are needed, touching on the subject’s 
parentage and key events and unavoidably we have a 
few here. Those having been said we move on to the 
psychology of  the man so bear with us…

Anna Barrett: “I really wanted to write an Individual Enquiry 
because I am a rather inquisitive person and this opportunity  
seemed such an excellent way for me to find out about something 
I had never thought of  exploring before. I had such a long list of  
questions that I thought were all equally fascinating but Alexander 
the Great came out on top due to my love for the classical world. 
I had also realised that my understanding of  the Greeks was not 
great and so I used this chance to write an Individual Enquiry to 
widen my knowledge.”

Anna Barret (B) Year 10

The problem with Alexander 
the Great: great leader, drunken 
lunatic or just lucky?
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\\ FIELD OF REMEMBRANCE

Remembrance
Field of

T he field of  remembrance consists of  
over 250 crosses, each one dedicated to 
a fallen friend, family member or loved 
one, killed in active service, which is 
prepared in front of  the Abbey Church 

to mark Remembrance Day.
 The whole community of  the school gather 
around the field in silence to pay their respects. 
During the ceremony the Contingent Commander 
and the Second in Command place a symbolic ring of  
poppies in the middle of  the field. The Last Post is 
played by one of  the students and silence is observed.

BY BENEDIKT HARMER (T) YEAR 13
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AFTERWORD //

It is a jolt familiar to those who 
have spent any length of  time 
living at Ampleforth, that moment 
when we are stopped in our work, 
drawn out from the business 

before us and invited to pause a moment in 
contemplation or silence or prayer. Schools 
are by their very nature vibrant, noisy, living 
spaces, filled with the glow and lightness 
of  youth, so you don’t always hear it at 
first. The sound seems to sneak into the 
conscious mind until suddenly there is a 
moment of  realisation: you have isolated 
that bass note that has been quietly fading 
through the noise of  the vivid faces before 
you. Regularly, but slowly, the great bell at 
Ampleforth has been tolling. It has been 
marking out the years of  a monk’s monastic 
life in solemn beats. And it announces to 
the community living here, that a monk has 
died. It is a curious moment, an uncertain 
moment. 
 Everyone reading this will have 
their own experience of  this forced 
contemplation of  our mortality – the 
shock of  an ambulance, the death of  
a friend – where for a moment or for 
an extended period of  grieving, we are 
confronted by the face of  suffering or the 
momentary glimpse of  our own end. But 
at Ampleforth, the call of  the bell is also 
the call to prayer, for the Divine Office 
and for the Mass, so that this same bell 
reminds us that the Church is at the heart 
of  everything we do, it calls us back to God 
in both our prayer and our death. This all 

may seem like a curious thing to be writing 
about in a school magazine but I think 
these moments get to the heart of  what 
“our compass” means. 
 I hope the stories contained in 
these pages have shown that Ampleforth 
is far from being a morbid place; it is 
lively, busy, filled with the promise and 
the expectation and the joy that comes 
from participating fully in life. Yet as 
well as receiving an excellent academic 
education, students here are encouraged 
in every endeavour to live life well, to be 
true to themselves, their talents and their 
unique vocation, to live with integrity 
and friendship and compassion. As an 
old Amplefordian reading through the 
stories in this magazine, what strikes me 
is the authenticity of  experience: these 
are student voices; they come from this 
generation of  Ampleforth students, but 
in another sense they come from mine 
too and will be recognised by many others 
– Lourdes, lectio divina, Manquehue, 
FACE-FAW, finding academic inspiration, 
dedication to sports, funerals, ordinations, 
weddings, Christenings, anointing the sick, 
laughter, tears, lasting friendships: these are 
all familiar to those who know Ampleforth. 
These voices resonate with the communal 
and sacramental ties that bind us together. 
They shape and guide us and it is our 
conviction that they should shape and guide 
future generations of  Amplefordians. 
 On the 21st March, our school 
celebrated the passing of  St Benedict, 

and Fr Gabriel in his homily spoke of  
how for “many people today it must seem 
very strange to make a celebration about 
something as sad as a death.” He recounted 
the death of  St Benedict as told by Gregory 
the Great, how with knowledge of  his 
oncoming death ‘he asked his disciples 
to carry him into the oratory. There he 
strengthened himself  for his departure by 
receiving the Body and Blood of  the Lord. 
While the hands of  his disciples held up his 
weak limbs, he stood with his hands raised 
to heaven and breathed his last breath 
amidst words of  prayer’. And Fr Gabriel 
explained that “most unusually St Benedict 
died standing up before the altar of  his 
Church, arms raised in the gesture of  
prayer and praying. This of  course is one 
of  the great things St Benedict stands for 
– the great importance of  prayer, also the 
importance of  the Church, a sacred place at 
the heart of  the monastery, at the heart of  
human life. And at the heart of  the Church 
is the altar. St Benedict died standing up, in 
Church, before the altar.”
 At the end of  his homily, Fr Gabriel 
reminded the students their “life is a holy 
and beautiful thing, a treasured thing, a 
gift, a gift given by God and given back to 
God, laid as a holy offering upon the altar.” 
This is what makes Ampleforth so unique 
– the invitation for Amplefordians to live 
in a way that allows them to die standing 
up, prepared: or as Shakespeare puts it in 
Hamlet: “the readiness is all.”

Afterword

\\ SHACWORKS

SHACworks was an experience that won’t 
easily leave me or any other members of  the 
group. On the surface it is a voluntary service 
project much like those offered at other 
schools where students give up their time and 
skills to help those in the local community 
that may be experiencing financial difficulties 
or other problems. We were painting and 
refurbishing people’s homes to give our 
clients a renovation that they were otherwise 
unable to afford. What I imagine makes 
Ampleforth’s project different, was that at 
the end of  each day, we returned not to 
the comfort of  our boarding houses but to 
shared accommodation at the Crieff  Lodges 
at Stanbrook, to experience living and 
praying together in community. The subtle 
difference that this would make became clear 
as the week wore on.
 At first, we were buoyant, striding 
confidently down the street bearing ladders 
and paint pots, smiling like clowns and 
thinking that the week was simply about 
us providing a boost of  happiness to 

someone’s life. The reality of  the experience 
was much more complex. We soon learnt 
that people’s journey into poverty could 
happen for all kinds of  reasons - physical 
or mental illness, loss of  income, changes in 
personal circumstance - and it can be both 
sudden and unexpected, causing traumatic 
effects. The work we could provide would 
not offer any real solutions or lasting 
help and in some circumstances people in 
difficulties can be reluctant to ask for help 
or even resistant to receiving it. 
 The manual labour was tiring but it 
was also emotionally exhausting. There 
were moments when our tempers flared 
and we could be snappy and grouchy. At 
the end of  hard working days, we would 
be taking it in turns to cook, while others, 
with aching bellies waiting for food, had 
to learn the patience of  Tantalus. This 
experience connected our work during the 
day to our community life in the evening. 
It was fascinating to observe more closely 
and understand more clearly that we all react 

in different ways to the same experience: 
some were grumpy and learnt to control 
their instincts to moan, a few of  us needed 
to seek time and space for ourselves while 
others were able to find the comedy in 
just about everything. As we became more 
attentive to each other we felt a genuine 
unity as a group, forged out of  experience. 
 By the end of  the week we were able 
to compare our time-limited voluntary 
service for strangers in need to our ongoing 
capacity to be attentive to the needs of  
those we live with at school. Our work 
during the day had also become easier, as 
each of  us contributed in our unique ways: 
some provided a boost of  morale, others 
delegated jobs well and some just ploughed 
into the work. And in the evenings, we felt a 
genuine instinct to help each other. Though 
we were separated in different groups 
during the day, we were always brought 
closer together each evening eating and 
praying as one.

BY PATRICK MORRISON (C) YEAR 13

SHAC
works

“STUDENTS GIVE UP  
THEIR TIME AND SKILLS 
TO HELP THOSE IN THE 
LOCAL COMMUNITY”

BY DAN DAVISON (O00) EDITOR
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