Dan Sanders, center loft, shakes hands ‘n’tn
running mate Jijp McCaonkia, shortly after thay
won their uuu..il council election
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A history of Student Council

{was a special group of kids who wanted to be there
after school on Fridays to talk about how to make

the fugh school experience better for their peers.

StuCo taught me the value of developing sirong,

genuine relationships as the critical foundation for

any ream, and certamly for any leadership position.
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Margaret Thatcher dedicates ASL's new buliding
in 1971 despite some dissenting students
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Martin Hummel, right, in.a StuCo meeting
in 1972




1980s
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Kevin Browne, 1872

VP _Jacques Soanens, left, apd the Student
Council during an offsite moeting in 1989

1990s

PriLinick wears his ASL varsity/ietter jacket;
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* Students wedo once permitted to smoke in
. an outdoor-area nown B the pit h
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ASL atefints and parents march to the
sUS Embassy
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The Student Council in 1994
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Mr. Bracht, front row left , posas with the
math department in 2003-04
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The American School in London 10

Footprints in the dust

A Grade 9 student travels from 1956 to 1945 through a
secret passage in the basement of 13 Grosvenor Square.

By Charles B. Gordanier '60

A call for memories a few years ago elicited an intriguing response from Charles,
which we asked him to expand upon for Accents.

Charles B. Gordanier ‘60 attended ASL from 1956-58. After high school he went to sea
with the United States Navy. He graduated from The Citadel, Military College of South
Carolina, under the G.I. Bill, and was an electrical engineer with the Bell System,
retiring in 2001 with 34 years service. He also took a direct commission in the USN’s
Civil Engineer Corps, Ready Reserve, and served with the Seabees, retiring in 1993 as
a Commander. Charles and his wife, Carolyn, live in Oak Harbor, WA, and have three

grown children and two grandchildren.

In 1956, the American
School in London was

+ located at 13 Grosvenor
'" Square and went as high
~ M as the ninth grade.

! Headmaster Eckard gave

Charles as an ASL
student, age 15

the “senior class” a
place of their own. Even
though it was only a
windowless room in the basement, it
was a prized class privilege. The only
piece of furniture in that room was a
ping-pong table, and the room itself was
only slightly larger than the table, leay-
ing about four feet of clearance at either
end. Light came from a single bare bulb
in the center of the ceiling. My class-
mates and I would run down there and
play furiously during our short free-time
period. If you won, you kept playing.
But when you lost, you had to go to the
end of the line of challengers before you
got another try. Competition could be
intense. One day, we started looking
around down there and found an old
panel door. It was painted shut with the
same dirty white paint used on the walls
and ceiling. Obviously, it had not been
used for a very long time. Of course, a
door leads somewhere. We got it par-
tially open and squeezed through.

On the other side, we found ourselves
in the basement of the empty house to

the north. In the near darkness, a spon-
tancous game of hide and seek broke out
as we hid from one another and then
jumped out, scaring ourselves to death.
What fun! Making it upstairs to the
ground floor, towards the front of the
house, we could see a little better
because some light was filtering through

“l remember thinking to
myself, These people
just got up and walked
out of here and never
came back.”™

the boarded-up, dirty windows stained
with at least a dozen years of accumu-
lated grime. The air was heavy and
stagnant, too. We split up and started
exploring the rest of house on our own,
carrying with us that little thrill one gets
knowing you are where you are not sup-
posed to be, doing something you are
not supposed to do. We knew we could
lose our ping-pong room over this. “But
no one forbade it,” I was rehearsing to
myself, should we get caught. [ went into
a kitchen or dining nook. The area was
bare like the rest of the house, except
here stood a stout, straight-legged

wooden table about the size of a card
table. However, it was what was on the
table that focused my attention.

As I moved in, leaving footprints in
the dust, I could see several yellow news-
papers with giant headlines announcing
the end of the war. Beside the newspa-
pers sat a couple of badly stained cups
without handles. Everything was covered
in about an eighth of an inch of dust.
While standing there, I distinctly remem-
ber thinking to myself, “These people
just got up and walked out of here and
never came back.”

I looked at everything; I touched
nothing. For all I knew I was the first
person to be here after the previous
accupants departed. My overworked
imagination started turning curiosity into
wonder, and then a sense of apprehen-
sion. Could this be 1945? Had I tres-
passed into another time and place? I
wasn’t sure just then. But I was sure I
did not belong there.

Fifteen minutes later, flushed with
excitement over our little adventure, we
all went back through the door and into
the School’s basement. I faked the
excitement of the others. Personally, 1
was glad be out of there. I did not men-
tion my kitchen experience to them or
anyone else. They would have just dis-
turbed the mood or, worse, would have
taken something. Besides, it was my
secret. I don’t know if the others ever
went back. I never did. It was 1956 and
I was a student in the American School
in London and glad to be here.

Do you have a memory of your days at ASL
you'd like to share? Please contact Alumni
Director Laurie Hindley, +44 (0)20 7449 1409 or
laurie_hindley@asl.org.



A member of the School’s first graduating class, Edward Mayhew °56, third from the left, enjoyed
playing football with classmates outside the American Ambassador’s home.

30 Class Notes

Edward Mayhew ’56
lived in London for
many years before
his recent move to
4 Tuscany, where he
now owns vacation

Edward Mayhew

“At first, it was just boys, a mixed bag

of about fifty of us, roughly Grades 7-11.
The School was located in Hans Place,
Knightsbridge, a large house with a big
echoing staircase. We shared classrooms,
maybe three grades to a room, and the
noise was pretty horrific — not to us, but
certainly to Mr. Eckard, the School’s
founder, who was quite ready to give us
a shout of which any top Marine sergeant
would be proud. He was everywhere,
teacher, principal, bottle-washer,
counselor, driver, secretary.

We went to the Ambassador’s
residence in Regent’s park for PE. I am
sure our PE teacher was an actual Marine
sergeant from the Embassy detail — if he
wasn’t, he should have been. We played
two games: one was a strange form of
football and the other was more rugby
than anything else and whomever was
unlucky enough to find himself with the
ball learned to run very quickly indeed.

For us kids, ASL was a way to keep
in touch with the US. This was long
before computers and television had such
an impact. Everything was very personal,
very informal, very friendly and it had to
be because we were such a diverse lot.

I rather think that spirit has not changed,
even though the School has grown

and students now come from all over

the world.

I only attended ASL for one year,
Grade 8, before moving back to the US,

but it was a great year.”



From the archives

Harry S. Truman, U.S. president 1945-53, visited ASL in 1956. In this photograph we have already identified Mr. Eckard, Jeff Butler,
Jay Marron ’59, Murray Ross and of course Mr. Truman. We would love to put names to the other faces. If you can help

to identify others, please write to alumni@asl.org. For extra credit, tell us whose portrait is hanging on the wall.

Roger Hogue,

\ | e

Jeff Butler Jay Marron 59

26 ASLers

/

Mr. Eckard

Roger Hogue

Murray Ross
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