Head’s Update
Dear parent,
This term, Jewel Book week focused on ‘Heroes’. It has been thrilling to hear the girls talk about so many
role models, from different backgrounds, from all walks of life, each and every one of them epitomising
ambition and inclusion. As I hear the girls tell me about their Jewel Book, I reflect on the people who have
been heroes in my life, who have shaped me. I have been lucky: there have been several, all of whom I am
indebted to. I wondered earlier this week… who my Jewel book would be about – such a difficult decision.
Yesterday, it clicked. Mrs Spreag, our beloved librarian, shared the History of St Christopher’s with new
staff in a staff training session after school. How fascinating to hear about Miss Violet Wright, whose
unflappable determination took her to the Bishop of London to overturn a decision, in her favour, about
the school’s freehold. It is thanks to her resolve and her care that the school was saved during World War
2. We owe her, and her successors Miss Bell and Miss Manning, the St Christopher’s spirit and our love for
creativity and the arts.
We have wonderful photos and artefacts in our archives. Here are a few from the 1970s (the collar of the
teacher’s shirt would point to that decade, though we do not know the exact year).

I reminisce too, about my own teachers – my heroes. There were quite a few; Mme Salamite in Years 3 and
4, Mme Debos, in Years 5 and 6; Mr Meyer, in Year 13, who taught us philosophy 8 hours a week (perhaps
even more – it was such a passion, I spent many hours poring over philosophy books, trying to make sense
of ‘it all’, in proper teenage fashion). My mother, also, who was a passionate primary school teacher.
Though today, I will pay tribute to Mme Debos. I remember her vividly; bright blue eyes, a shock of red hair,
and an unparalleled authority. She scared me and inspired me equally. I know one thing for sure: I did not
want to disappoint her. I remember once being caught brushing my friend’s hair during a lesson (I suppose I
fancied myself as a hairdresser…) when I was supposed to be working. The shame! I wanted to be my best
for her; she taught me to be my best – for me. I developed a curiosity for books and nature. I have vivid
memories of a school trip, when our entire class went on a three-week ‘classe de neige’, one winter. Far
from home, parents and siblings, we stayed in a chalet and had school there, in the mountains, walking,
hiking, skiing every day. I learnt to make friends, to persevere, and to dream big. What more can one ask
from a hero?
I hope that our own teachers will be in your daughter’s memories in years to come, as heroes and guides,
role-models always. I am grateful indeed to my own heroes: I am privileged to be a teacher.
Warmly,

Sandrine Paillasse

