S ——",

ey

AMBASSADOR COLLEGE ...

BRICKET WOOD, HERTS.

Vol. 10, No. 14

S5th June 1969

ISRAEL — HERE WE COME

by Ron Dick

Electric tension filled the Gym. The
announcements at last! Mr, McNair read
the list of 25 names in rapid succession
and the crowd erupted in explosive
applause. Hugs, tears, laughs, giggles,
squeals and happy clapping.

‘Telex received another list soon after
the Forum. Now fifty students from all
three colleges await that magic moment
— the departure to Lod Airport, Tel
Aviv, and the arrival Jerusalem,

like ?” Ambassador College has exclusive
rights to the Clif Hotel in Jerusalem’s
suburb of Bethany. Located southeast of
the Mt. of Olives, and east of Bethany,
our hotel lies in full view of the Dead
Sea Basin with pink-coloured hills of
Moab extending on eastward. Southward
are steep Judean Hills and the old
Bethlehem winding along the main
valley. A prominent cone-shaped moun-

¢ stands on gm/ridge—

ks b ' Jerusalem westward
e Judean Wilderness eastward
Located in quiet Arab neighbourh

the hotel is cooled by gentle night
breczes wafting through the rooms, un-
hampered by other buildings.

Six rooms are singles and two triples.
All others are double, and every room
has its own private bath. Storage space
in the rooms is very limited, but extra
space will be provided. Laundry will be
done by local Arabs working for the
hotel. There are no laundromats in
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SALTY DOG
WHAT??

by Tony Lodge

In one evening Ambassador learned
a new language — Square Dance lan-
guage! On Thursday, 17th April we
hired a professional caller and had a
ball — er I mean a square dance. West-
ern dressed students arrived at the hay
bale decorated gym in time to see Dave
Odor “kick off” the evening with the
Salty Dog Rag. (Yes, it’s a dance).

The superstudents soon picked up the
jargon of ‘Promenade’. ‘Alamen’, ‘Dosy-
do’, ‘Sachet’. The mere humans among
us failed initially, mistaking our ‘corners’
for our partners. This created chaos. One
group of eight had to retire for a few
minutes to recover from side-splitting,
tearful laughter — after all, Philip
Gourlay should zever have ended up
with Mr. Sutcliffe as his partner at the
end of the dance.

After a night of (much needed) free
refreshments, exercise, fun and educa-
tion everyone agreed that it was a terrific
dance.
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This is the Cliff Hotel. It is away from regular tourist haunts and stands in

the winter. It has 36 rooms plus 4 annex rooms.
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From the hotel lounge is seen a convent. The Dome of the Rock stands as a shiny gold dome against

the skyline. The Intercontinental Hotel stands on the far right.

Cliff Hotel garden and covered patio with the east slope of the Mt. of Olives in the background. Centre
is a mosque.



THE AMBASSADOR WAY

Bricket Wood’s graduating class of 1969.

by Greg Albrecht

Now what? What happens after the
hectic activities week which began with
the melodic strains of the Chorale Con-
cert and ending with the pomp and
circumstance of graduation a few hours
from now? The answer is going to put
you on the spot-—you are being ad-
vanced one year in Ambassador Col-
lege and being given additional re-
sponsibilities.

One of you will be Student-Body
President — one will “"be Vice-Presi-
dent. Then there will be the class
presidents’ responsibilities to be ful-
filled. Many of you will be room
monitors. Many of the others of you
will attain “lead men” or “lead women”
status on your job. Ambassador Club
presidents and officers — Women’s Club
presidents and officers — Portfolio Edi-
tors —etc., etc. The responsibilities of
Ambassador College are waiting for
you,

In less than three months new faces
will arrive in force on campus from
around the world. You will be the

students to whom they will look for
the proper example. They will be the
class of 1973! How well they get on
in their early lives at Ambassador Col-
lege is largely due to you; the second,
third, and fourth year students at Am-
bassador College.

In this graduation edition of the
PorrrFoLio I would like to remind you
all that you can do the job. You can
fulfill the responsibilities you will have
this coming year — otherwise you
wouldn’t be here! We, the Senior Class,
are going to be advancing as well —
to our fifth year of Ambassador Col-
lege. We are advancing to the firing
line to put to work what we have
learned.

If there is any one thing that a
graduating Senior wants to pass on to
his classmates it is the fact that you
don’t really leave Ambassador College
when you graduate. How can a person
leave a way of life? We, the Senior
Class, will be engaging in Commence-
ment Exesrcises in just a few hours.

These exercises picture the continuing
of a way of life —the AMBASSADOR
WAY.

Thousands of Ambassador alumni
around the world continually witness
to the fact that there is no way like
the Ambassador way! They didnt
leave Ambassador College — they took
it with them. And we, the Senior Class
of 1968-1969, are taking Ambassador
Cecllege with us. You will do the
same in 1970, 1971, and 1972. Until
then, remember, the AMBASSADOR WAY
is the only way.

GRADUATING
CLASS
ASSIGNMENTS

As this goes to press we look
forward to the Ball.,
Remember last year's shocking and
Maybe
you will have been sent somewbhere
by the time you read this. If so —
just add your name to our list of
permanent
now stand.

Greg Albrecht, Bricket Wood; Bill
Moore, Harrisburg, Penn.; Ron Dick, Pasa-
dena, Cal.; Chris Carpenter, Bricket Wood;
Kerry McGuinness, Vancouver, B. C.; Cliff
Ackerson, Washington, D. C.; Victor Kubik,
Mankato, Sioux Falls; Stan Suchocki,
Memphis, Tenn.; Stan Potratz, Bricket
Wood; John Cunningham; Bricket Wood;
Peter Alter, Bricket Wood; David Smith,
Bricket Wood.

David Sandland, Vancouver, B. C.; John
White, Bricket Wood; John Stettaford,
Bricket Wood; Wade Whitmer, Spring-
field, Joplin Mo.; Dan Banham, Kelowna;
Jim Davison, Columbus, Dayton Obhio;
Martin Watson, Glasgow, Belfast; John
Larkin, Kitchener; Colin McDonald,
Bricket Wood; Rainer Salomaa, Finland
& Canada,

Graduation

exciting announcements?!

assignments as they

"

““Now the horn belongs to .....
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Alberta Adams
Barbara Arnold
Sally Barkdoll
Neville Benwell
Margaret Bond
Colin Cato
Robert Cloninger
Tommy Crawford
Linda Dorsey
Lloyd Drover
Neil Earle
Tony Goudie
Lockietta Greene
Gary Hamilton
John Higbed
Rebecca Knowles
Margaret Larkin
John Martin
John Meakin
Roger Meyer
Gordon Muir

Pat Nelson
Lorraine Nytra
David Odor
Brian Orchard
Lawson Price
Kathy Searls
Andrew Silcox
Marlene Storz
Lona Walker
Aletha Williams
Barbara Wilson
Ken Aime

SUMMER ADDRESSES

These people will be staying at Ambassador, Bricket Wood:-

David Hulme
Helen Matthews
Gavin Cullen
Raymond Irvine
Don Engle

Peter Pappas
Nick Ursem
Robert Marshall
Ron Duncan
Robin Eiliot

Mr. & Mrs. John White
Jacqueline Harrison
Peter Hovey
Cheryl Pearce
Ron Stoddart
Margaret Peterson
Peter McLean
Rodney Gowland
John Cunningham
Denise White
Rita Campbell
Garry de Jager
Roger Hartop
Jeff Moss

Chris Pappas
Paul Pels

Erna Barnard
Carol Burman
Marceine Gourlay
Pauline Murray
Patricia Smith
Thomas Harper
Rex Lehmann

Orlean Mills
Louise Rubin
Sondra Schaer
Jon Cook

Robert Vischer
Frank Nelte
Genell Gray
Lynn Demarest
Barbara Campbell
Connie Coates
Judy Foster
Wendy Millman
Sylvia Stadie
Andrew Cookson
Judy Pincombe
Stewart Gilchrist
Paul Linehan
Brit Wikstrom
Peter Butler
Dennis Parkes
Malcolm Heap
Brian Hickson
Jake Toews

Bob Justus
Peter Alter
Chris Carpenter
David Smith
Yvonne Schafer
Russell Johnson
Helmut Levsen
Mike Linacre
Mr. Charles Owen
Darrell Watkins

Jerusalem Dig Address

AMBASSADOR COLLEGE PRESS

Cliff Hotel
Bethany, Jerusalem
Israel

Fred Martin
Grace Clements
Jim Bennett
Jean Bristow
Faye Bronkar
Owen Willis
Cheryl Tupper
Barry Short
Roberta Mitchell
Dave Fraser
Richard Davey
Alan Corrie
Karyl Coates
Dennis Fell
Robin Sutcliffe
David Gunn

Ken Smylie
Donna Shonyo
Sharon Phillips
Sam Kneller

AMBASSADOR COLLEGE
Pasadena, California

John Trechak
Kathy Kruzer
Jennifer Hanway
Sue Van Hoozer

AMBASSADOR COLLEGE
Big Sandy, Texas

Mark Ellis
Bob Millman
Robin Stow
Peter Sidlo

P.0, Box 44 Sta. A,
CANADA

Dan Banham,

Marilyn Sykes

John Larkin

Mr. & Mrs. K. McGuinness

Sandra Hansen
Box 517

Quray, Colorado,
U.S.A.

Brenda Fiedler
3818 1A St. S. W,
Calgary 6,
Alberta,

CANADA.

Gary Gardner,

6059 S. Maple wood Ave.,
Chicago, I11.,

U.S.A.

James Davison,

¢/o Mr. James Young,
Hilliard, OHIO.
U.S.A.

Kathy Coates,
R.R. Number 1,
Dunkirk, OHIO,
U.S.A.

Palle Christopherson,
c/o Leo Pedersen,
Tendaupgaard,

Dk-8771 Hundslund
DENMARK..

Heidi Mossiman

91 Rue de la Servette
CH-1211 Geneva 7,
SWITZERLAND.

Alexia McLean
c/o P.O. Box 19111
Jerusalem, ISRAEL

Shirley Petet
Ambassador College
Pasadena, Calif.

Dawn Coates

38, Clarendon Drive
Discovery

Transvaal,

REP. OF SOUTH AFRICA

David Sandland,
c/o P.O. Box 44,
Sta. A,

Vancouver 1, B. C.

Mr. & Mrs. Cliff Ackerson
c/o Mr. Ken Westby

Upper Marlboro, Maryland
U.S.A.

Mr. & Mrs. Albrecht
Orbital Crescent
Leavesden, Herts.

Mr. & Mrs. Richard Frankel,
Upper Marlboro,
MARYLAND, U.S.A,

Miss M.J. Fulford,
117 Pearl St., W.,
Brockville, Ontario,
CANADA.

Marian Henderson,

15 Denton Rd.,

Dinwiddie,

Germiston

Tvl., REP. OF SOUTH AFRICA.

Bill Moore

c/o Mr. Paul Zapf,
Harrisburg, Pa.
U.S.A.

Anne Marie Brunet
Ambassador College
Pasadena, Calif,

John Chirnside
Woodlawn, Lockington
Victoria 3563
AUSTRALIA,

Robert J. Speer

c/o John Cheetham
Concord, New Hampshire
U.S.A.

Sandy Thornton,
221 Iris Drive,
Irwin, Pa.,

U.S.A. 03391

Edeltraut Thomsen
2 Hamburg 54
Forsterweg

WEST GERMANY

113d

Stan Suchocki,

c¢/o Mr. William Cowan Sr.,
Memphis, Tennessee

U.S.A.

John Stettaford

c/o Ambassador Press
P.0. Box 111,

St. Albans, Herts
ENGLAND

Clint Zimmerman Jr.,
c/o Ambassador College
Pasadena, Calif.

Mr, & Mrs, S. Potratz,
28, Ellwood Court,
GARSTON ,

Herts, ENGLAND,

Mr, & Mrs. S. Botha
LEEDS, Yorkshire,
ENGLAND,

Gaye Browning
Kathy Mears
Peter Bacon

Jon Bowles

Mr. F. Croucher
George Domazetis
Bill Farr

Peter Hawkins
David Stirk
Alan Tattersall
Connie Anderson
Yvonne Fritz
Barbara Eastwell
Carol Ince
Elisabeth Rau
Ida Roveri
Heather White
Jon Buck

Stuart Foster
Robert Fox
Phillip Gourlay
Sue Whetson

Mr. M. Hanssen
James Muir;
Norman Pappas
Orest Solyma
Anne Boness
Linda Eagle
Katherine Kudis
Judy Reay

Mr, & Mrs., Van Belkum,
P.0O. Box 1060,
Johannesburg, Tvl.,
REP. OF SOUTH AFRICA.

Mr. M. Watson,
c/o Mr. Colin Adair,
GLASGOW,

Mr. & Mrs, Wade Whitmer
c¢/o Mr. Paul Flatt
Missouri, U.S.A.

Mr. & Mrs. Jess Ernest
c¢/o Mr. H. Baird,
Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
U.S.A.

Kathleen A. Friedel,
2920 Gracewood Rd,
Toledo, OHIO,

U. S. A.
P. Banham,
c/o Box 345,

North Sydney,
N.S.W., AUSTRALIA,

Mr. & Mrs. R. Dick,
P.0. Box 231,
Orr, Minn, U.S.A.

Michael Musallam,

St. Abraham's Convent
01d City

Jerusalem,

ISRAEL,

Victor Kubik,

C/o Mr, Donald Prunkard,
3538, Norton Avenue S.,
Sioux Falls,

South Dakota 57105,
U.S.A.
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A.C. Fieldtrip
Visits
Slaughterhouse

by Jim Bennett

Would you like to earn £50 for a
36-hour week? Then maybe the agricul-
ture class has found the place for you —
the British Beef Company’s abattoir
(slaughter-house) in Watford.

This was the destination of the dozen
agricultare students with Mr. Sutcliffe
last Tuesday morning. We left College
before 8 a.m. but the men had already
finished the first run when we got there,
so we looked around for about half an
hour before the second run would start.

The abattoir is only seven years old,
modernly designed and equipped for
maximum speed in the handling of the
carcasses.

Our first sight of the efficient hand-
ling came when they started the second
run at 9 o’clock. One at a time the
cattle were driven into a narrow pen
where they were killed by having a bolt
shot into their heads — with instant re-
sults! Immediately then the animal is
strung up and its throat is slit.

Less than ten minutes later it is com-
pletely unrecognizable. Four men quickly
and competently skin it (the hide alone
is worth £45), open the paunch and
remove the offal — which is also made
use of. As our guide said, they’re in the
business to make money. The gall is sold
to the printing industry. Stomach mem-
branes are used for sausage skins and
two hundredweight of spinal cords are
sold every month for use in baby foods!

With everything out, the animal is
strung up again, sawn in half down the
backbone and the gang swings into
action on the next animal. The pay is
vety good, but they earn it. It is hard,
gory, backbreaking work.

Our thanks to Mr. Sutcliffe for an
altogether profitable, educational trip.

Frowning psychiatrist to secretary on
the phone. Just say we are terribly
busy — not it’s a madhouse.

Early Bird: Many are called but few
get up.

Arundel — Castle of Norfolk

by Petfer Butler

Thomas Howard, 4th Duke of Nor-
folk, was beheaded on Tower Hill in
London in 1572! He had insisted on
making advances (with intent to com-
mit matrimony) toward Mary, Queen of
Scots. Queen Elizabeth I of England
disapproved and presumably decided the
only truly effective deterrent was de-
capitation.

Yet had Thomas Howard never lived
to dare to flirt with one Queen at the
risk of antagonising another — then our
own Robin Howard would not be with
us today — and he and I would never
have visited Arundel Castle together this
last spring break.

Robin can trace his ancestry directly
back to this unfortunate gentleman —
and Arundel Castle is the ancestral home
of the Dukes of Norfolk.

The castle is a magnificent edifice
situated on the southern side of the
emerald and undulating South Downs
near the Channel coast of sunny Sussex.
It is set like a jewel in the midst of
verdant and forested parklands. From
its lofty vantage it keeps constant vigi-
lance over the sleepy red-roofed town of

Arundel, and dominates the crystal
waters of the River Arun as they
meander peacefully from the valley into
the open plain.

Excellently preserved to this day,
Arundel Castle, with its finely furnished
halls and chambers, its polished oak
floors and mahogany panelled rooms,
is a residence truly fit for royalty.

And indeed, royalty are to this day
occasionally entertained within its walls,
for the Dukes of Norfolk have long
been the senior peers of the realm and
Earl Marshals of England — nominally
in charge of many of the monarch’s
affairs. This is somewhat surprising, for
the family has always been, and are to
this day, devout Catholics! This may be
the cause of their turbulent history —
particularly during the Civil War when
Arundel Castle was mercilessly besieged
by Cromwell’s troops in 1643.

It was during the Civil War that
Robin’s line of the Howard family fled
to Ireland — and fortunately so— for
had they not, this short account of the
Dukes of Norfolk and Arundel Castle

may never have been written,

Field Hockey Plays Ambassadors

An innovation has thrust itself upon
the Ambassador sports scene. And yet it
is not so new — for it was tried before!
But rumour has it that on that tragic
occasion long ago it soon had to be
abandoned and outlawed! For almost
all of the players involved sustained
nasty injuries of some form or other!

What then, is this pseudo-innovation?
It is that historic and (in)famous
English field game — Hockey!

But this time a number of more
civilized exponents of the game kept
injuries down to a minimum! A bleeding
nose within the first five minutes, a cut
lower lip, and a few firm blows to the
shins — no worse!!!

Sounds rough, doesn’t it? And yet
half the players were delicate damsels —
for some of our vety own delicate co-eds
took part! Yet they gave the men as
good’ as they got.

Sticks were lifted high —and the
little rock hard ball bulleted across the
turf of the sloping and uneven Imperial
field. Often it would hit a bump and
fly high into the sky. Players ducked and
dodged and rushed into the fracas again,
hurtling from end to end of the field in
hot pursuit!

Heather White made a fine attacking
centre forward, whilst Anne Boness
could wield a hearty blow in defence!
Meanwhile Robert Marshall callously
sliced the ball in his favourite full-field
shots and Garry de Jager took great
delight in hooking and holding fast
his opponents’ sticks!

But at last 20 weary players were
forced to abandon the field to American
football enthusiasts after a hard-fought
and gruelling game.

Jolly hockey sticks!
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- WE SAW A

What did you say is in there?

by Nick Ursem

On 10th April an outing was ar-
ranged to see a sub in Portsmouth har-
bour. Twenty-two Ambassadors snatched
the opportunity.

After a three-hour coach ride we ar-
rived at Portsmouth. A small Navy ves-
sel then sped our group across the
choppy bay — an experience all by it-
self, and finally, to the submarine berth.

An officer of the Royal Navy led us
into a small museum where submarines,
from the earliest to the latest nuclear-
powered models were displayed. The
officer pointed out a number of black and
white flags with skulls on them. Little
white bars represented how many ships
the submarine had sunk.

After. the museum, we eagerly hur-
ried to the ugly, black monsters half
submerged in the unusually clear water.
Then down the hole into strange, new
surroundings. Tubes, valves, meters
everywhere! All was so small; this was,
after all, a submarine of World War II
vintage.

SUBMARINE

Inside, one of the officers explained
the method of escape. After partially
flooding the compartment, the sailors
fled through the hatch — continually
expelling air from their noses. To rise
from about 200 feet only takes approxi-
mately 20 seconds.

Really incredible were the sleeping
quarters for the fifty-nine crew mem-
bers. Each man -— including the officers
~— had a space of about 114 x 115 x 5
feet to sleep! Three beds were stacked
on top of each other in different parts
of the passageway — separated from it
merely by a curtain.

In the control room, the nerve centre
of the submarine, we found two separate
periscopes — one for  navigation, the
other for battle. Through them we saw
little boats passing by in the harbour.

At 5 p.m., after a thoroughly en-
joyable day, we capped it off with a
pint or so, then home.

Man your battle stations.

Bogside Riots
over Civil Rights

by Ken Smylie

“Up Pope,” “Down Pope”—a new
party game? Nope! It’s Irish graffiti. As
we drove through Bogside, London-
derry, the Protestant-Catholic districts
were more than obvious. Bogside —
hardly a misnomer — is a decadent
Catholic housing sector and the scene
of recent riots. The night before, so-
called Civil Rights advocates demon-
strated to the tune of over 80 policemen
injured and thousands of pounds’ worth
of damage. The streets were still littered
with the broken glass, bricks, pipes,
and rocks. Hundreds of pistol-packing,
helmeted policemen watched anxiously
throughout the district for more trouble.
It was Sunday afternoon. Protgstants in
the adjoining district and Bogside Cath-
olics had attended their respective
churches and were. now drawing up
further battle plans. The air was tense.

We slowly passed the bured out
police wagon, securely guarded, and
cruised down various streets. Funny, the
demonstrators cry housing discrimination
against Catholics and yet the only way to
tell one district from another is by the
graffiti. Even more ironic is that the
very bricks the rioters threw were taken
from local building sites for their new
houses.

Our visit was short. We took pictures
and rolled out of town. Curiously, since
both peoples are of intense “religious”
fervour one would think petty hatred
and violence would be unheard of here.
Pity, it is.

SUPER STUDENT by JDS Ay

M ON A
STRICT DIET
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