Contemplations; The Old Fishers’ School, St Andrews

By Ian Seeley  (5/4/02)

The Fishers' School - it seems a world away


From all the sophistry that now confronts

The scholar child; and yet it managed to purvey


The absolute necessities of life - for life - so often absent

In the mass of steel and glass and concrete

Which now passes for a school. And so we went,

And learned - no, not just mere discovery of great

Which now passes for a school. And so we went,

And learned - no, not just mere discovery of great

And wondrous facts and deeds - we learned by dint

Of firm authority still sanctioned from above - there could be no dissent.

And yet, the iron rod was held by hands that gave more than a hint

Of caring. Sturrock, Blue and Robertson meant

Education in our parents' book. With Autumn's tint

Came round the open fire, and shifting places for a 'turn'

Of heat was Winter's order of the day; but when the Summer came,

That lane between the graveyard and the school would burn

In flaming June - a sun trap, sheltered from the breezy main,

The North Sea pounding fifty yards away, by fisher cottage

And a row of ancient biggins; and often people in their dotage,

Paying their respects, remembering a different time, would wander

Down the lane and past the school, creating that dichotomy of age and youth –

The poignancy of gleeful childhood in the playground and the truth

That all must face just yards away across the wall.

But now that balance has gone; the Fisher School can scarce

Be recognised; I know it still in memory; soon none will know at all.

What was a school with children's laughs and shouts proclaims the farce

Of progress in some quiet and sheltered housing for the old;

The Fishers' tale remains and should be told.

Ian Seeley writes, "I was a pupil there in 1951 & 52. The teachers then were Miss Nellie Sturrock, who seemed to be in charge, Mrs Blue and Miss Jessie Robertson (a real disciplinarian) - but they were all first-class teachers by the standards of the time - and we learned; there was no-one who couldn't spell correctly, read perfectly, or do simple arithmetic. `Remedial education' was unheard-of. If you were punished, you knew you'd deserved it, and so did all your peers. The basic building's shape is still there -the bit at the very end, the harbour end, doubled as a shelter and bike shed. I think it was three classrooms, but for some reason we had a Miss Smith, which would suggest four teachers. Miss Robertson was in the room which fronted on to the cemetery lane. The other teachers had windows facing out to sea, but I think they were too high for pupils to see out; that would be too much of a distraction from the work in hand!"

