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Welcome home

That’s Ancient History

St Mary’s Classics department has been on tour! In early
April we were no longer to be found in Crosby, but rather
were walking in the footsteps of Leonidas, Agamemnon
and Theseus in magical Greece. 47 of our GCSE and A
level students of Classics and Latin embarked on an epic
adventure which took in many of the most famous ancient
sites including the Acropolis in Athens, Delphi; the site of
the famous Oracle and the Bronze Age palace of
Agamemnon in Mycenae with its famous lion gates. A
number of students were especially delighted to visit
Sparta and to see the rugged terrain and mountains that
protected the legendary warriors from the outside world.

St Mary’s has a new Ancient
History Society which will
meet on Thursday after school
from 4pm—5pm. The society
is open to all students in
current years 9 and 10 with an
interest in the ancient world.
The society’s main aim is to
uncover the truth behind the
myths and legends associated with Greece and Rome. In our first
full year we will explore the truth behind the myths regarding Helen
of Troy; what was it like to be a Bronze Age Princess? We will find
out about the legendary Alexander the Great; Was he the worlds
greatest military leader? And try to uncover the true face of
Cleopatra; Was it really her beauty that so dazzled the powerful
Romans, Julius Caesar and Mark Antony?

It wasn’t just sight
seeing
though,
pupils
were
encouraged
to
really experience
the ancient world.
At
the
famous
theatre
at
Epidaurus
Holly
Milne and David
Hughes performed
a section from the
Colleges recent production of the Greek Tragedy Medea to
the delight of an assorted audience of Greek and English
students. St Mary’s also crowned lower sixth student Jack
Dwyer as their very own Olympic champion after he beat
several other students running the same track the Greek
Athletes used so long ago. A full run down of the students
experiences can be found in this newsletter.
If you would like to contribute to the Oracle, please speak
to Mrs Moore or email mooren@stmarys.lpool.sch.uk

Antigone
A play by Sophocles
20 year 10 students are
heading to London in June to
visit the British museum and to
watch the National Theatres
production of Antigone. Not
only will this prepare them for
their upcoming controlled
assessment but also for the
next Classics and Drama
production as we will be
performing Antigone next year.
Antigone knows what is right, but to do it she has to face
the wrath of a totalitarian state and the death penalty. Set
in Argentina in the 1930’s, this classic Greek tragedy is
being bought up to date by the St Mary’s Classics and
Drama departments as we explore who is really in control
of our destiny.

How many months would you like
in your year this year?
Julius Caesar's Reform of the Roman Calendar
By Dr Thorne, Honorary Research Fellow at Manchester
University and Teacher of Latin at St Mary’s College
When early societies decided to organise time by making
calendars, the environment marked out for them three obvious
units: (1) the day, seemingly the sun's passage across the
heavens; (2) the cycle of the moon, which gives its name to the
'month'; and (3) the cycle of the seasons, the year. Unfortunately
these three units are not very compatible: the lunar month is in fact
29.5 days long, and the year is 365.24 days. (The lunar and the
annual cycle are also a bad fit, at 12.38 to 1.) This caused a
headache for ancient administrators, and the solutions attempted
by various ancient societies are fascinating to study.
By the mid-third century BC, the middle Republican period, when
Roman history starts to be quite well documented, the Romans had
conquered all of Italy. But they had some systems which can
seem to us a little strange: for example their money (which I'd like
to come back to in a future Oracle) was based on bronze pennies
weighing one Roman pound, or three to the kilogram! But their
calendar seems even clunkier. There were twelve months, seven
of which were 29-days long, half a day shorter than the lunar cycle.
(Continued on the back page)

The Romans brought back obelisks from Egpyt, as well as the solar
calendar. The emperor Augustus used an obelisk as part of a giant sundial
in the Campus Martius

The Oracle
Being Medea at Epidaurus

This is Sparta!

By Holly Milne, AS Classical Civilisation

By Tom Cannon, GCSE Classical Civilisation

Thousands of years of plays were
imbedded into the dusty soil of the
a n ci en t t he at r e , th e e a r li es t
embodiment of the passion of
thespians past. As we got the
opportunity to perform a section of
Medea I felt incredibly privileged to
perform the work of Euripides in one
of the original grounds. As we
performed, the lines that I had long
forgotten came to me and the
emotions that I had left back in March
surged through to me. It is impossible
to comprehend the gush of energy
that the old ground gave us young actors but I would definitely
say it was one of the most inspiring locations I have had the
pleasure to perform in. Beauty within acoustics that made the
words echo across the hard stone seats it was a completely
different experience from the school hall because of the sheer
magnitude of the place. I felt
emotion stream from me as I
was a tiny player in the
gigantic
arena.
The
experience was indescribably
wonderful and I hope every
aspiring actress and actor gets
to enjoy the ecstasy of a
performance in an ancient
ground because I truly believe
it is incomparable.

Agamemnon’s Mycenae
By Mrs Moore, Head of Classics
The palace of Agamemnon in
Mycenae dates from the bronze
age and the time of the Trojan
War. When you touch the cold,
hard stone of the walls, you
can’t help feeling that there
must be something substantial
within those famous myths.
After all, the palace is real and
so perhaps Homer did not
create a King called Agamemnon who lived in Mycenae so rich
in gold. Perhaps he was recalling a historical figure—I have
always hoped that is the case. As we looked from the palace
walls I could imagine Clytemnestra waiting for her husband to
return from Troy, scouring the landscape in desperate
anticipation. Standing, literally, in her footsteps you can see for
miles and it is easy to imagine her joy as she saw the golden
flash of Agamemnon’s chariot in the distance, finally returning
home after 10 years. But Clytemnestra’s joy at the return of her
husband was not that of a fond wife pining for his return, but
rather because she could not wait to kill him with her own
hands. Clytemnestra was seeking
vengeance for the sacrifice of
their daughter Iphigenia by
Agamemnon in order to get a fair
wind to Troy. The impressive lion
gates, still so majestic, would
have mirrored Agamemnon’s
triumphant return home; little did
he realise as he entered his
threshold, what was to come.

Now everyone who went on the
Greece trip with me must surely
know my strange obsession, at
every opportunity quoting the
2007 epic ‘300’, by saying ,
‘THIS IS SPARTA!’. So you can
imagine my excitement when we
finally got to Sparta and got to
see my all time Classical hero,
King Leonidas of Sparta, (for
those of you who don’t know who
he is he was the King at the time
of the Battle of Thermopylae). As
a bonus I got to see him twice in
statue form, one statue which was made
at the time of Leonidas and the other
made in 1968. You might say that I may
have been disappointed when we
actually got to Sparta because as a result
of their very basic lifestyles there are
barely any ruins or artefacts there.
Exceptions to this are the Menelaion, an
8th Century BC monument dedicated to
King Menelaus of Sparta and his
infamous wife, Helen and some artefacts
found in Sparta, like the bust of Leonidas,
which I was so excited about. In actual
fact I was not even close to being disappointed, to be
infatuated
with
everything to do
with Sparta and
Spartan for years
and then to finally
there, even if I
can’t see what it
was like was a
truly
amazing
experience.

Hera’s Adventures in Greece
By Helen Tickle, AS Classical Civilisation
Our adventure in
Greece was not
easy for everyone.
She was dropped,
thrown
around,
nearly
drowned
and almost left
behind a few times,
but Hera (known
on the trip as
Megan after our
absent year 12
classmate Megan Scott) always had a smile on her face. It
wasn’t all bad though; she did get to visit her temple in
Olympia, was front row to watch Medea in Epidaurus and got
to admire Gerard Butler and his abs, whilst watching 300 in
Sparta. Despite a few almost accidents, she returned back to
her rightful place on the classics wall unharmed, and while
we would have much rather had the real Megan there, being
joined by a goddess, the goddess of marriage, childbirth and
the Queen of the other deities no less, was the next best
thing.

Mysterious Delphi

Imperial Athens

By Georgina Poole, GCSE Classical Civilisation

By David Hughes, AS Classical Civilisation

In Ancient Greece, Delphi
was the sacred home of the
Oracle. Today, Delphi is still a
mystical place surrounded by
small towns and villages.
Circled by mountains, Delphi
still possesses its ethereal
aura even though it has
travelled through many
centuries.
In the time of the Ancient Greeks, many people would travel to
this sacred shrine seeking advice and prophesies from the
Oracle. Many famous people visited the Delphic Oracle, both
real, like Leonidas the King of Sparta, and mythical, like King
Laius of Thebes who was the father of Oedipus. Oracles were
famously open to interpretation but perhaps the best lesson is
the phrase that was originally carved into the Temple of Apollo
‘Γνώθι Σεαυτόν’ which means ‘Know Yourself’ or that the truth
lies within.
I felt such a strong
connection to Delphi, as I
was entranced by it’s
power and by it’s mythical
history. I am also
fascinated with Apollo, the
god who ‘spoke’ to the
Oracle, who was always a
woman, and predicted the
future.
One day, in my future, I hope to visit this (my favourite place in
Greece) again.

Winning at Ancient Olympia
By Jack Dwyer, AS Classical Civilisation and St Mary’s
Ancient Olympic Champion.

The Classics trip had a very
interesting although brief trip to
Athens in which the group learned
much about the city’s history and of
course the famous Acropolis was
witnessed first-hand.
Arriving in the late morning the
group watched as the coach
passed through the modern city
with approximately five million
inhabitants in total. The Acropolis
stood overlooking the city as the
group began their ascent up
towards it. On the way the group
encountered a theatre that would
have held some of the most
important Greek tragedies and comedies. On reaching the
Acropolis the group was informed of how sacred and important it
was and still is to the Greeks. A place of political, social and
religious importance that has survived almost two and a half
millennia of history. The most iconic building in the Acropolis was
the Parthenon a temple dedicated to the patron God Athena which
once housed her magnificent gold and ivory statue designed by the
famous Greek architect Phidias. There is a distinction between the
original marble of the structures and the marble used to replace that
which had been destroyed in order to show the visitor which parts
were authentic.
On the descent down from the Acropolis the group passed through
the ancient agora (or market place) which housed the temple to
Hephaestus and multiple ruins of other temples. This area included
some Roman buildings as they too conquered Greece. We then
visited the most famous kebab house in Athens where even their
(now former) Prime Minister enjoys lunch!
It was a great learning experience; Athens is a city of cultural and
historical importance which was once the centre of civilisation in the
ancient world.

In Ancient Olympia, Mr Williams,
Head of Boys PE, organised a
version of the Ancient Olympic
Games. Pupils ran the 200 yard
sprint on the track used by the
ancient athletes and took part in
an ancient version of the long
jump .
Jack explains ‘Ancient Greeks loved sport and most cities in
Ancient Greece had public gymnasiums where people
gathered to train and relax. The Greeks believed that a healthy
body was very important. Most men and boys practised sports
every day because they enjoyed them and wanted to keep fit.
Sport was a good preparation for war too. Competition was
everything; there was no prize for second best apart from
humiliation. The Greek armies had to be fit enough to march
long distances, carrying all their heavy equipment, and then
begin the fight with the enemy.
The Greeks had four national sports
festivals, where athletes from different
city states competed against one
another. The most important of the sports
contests was the Olympic Games. These
were played at Olympia, every four years,
in honour of Zeus. The games they would
have would consist of 200 metre sprint,
javelin, discus, wrestling and boxing.’
Sprinting on the actual track used by the
original Olympians was a fantastic
experience and like a real Ancient Greek
winner Jack was awarded with an
Amphora (a Greek Vase).

The Greek Trip 2012.

Emma Van Breemen, Emma Dooley, Jess Shaw, Olivia
Vernon, Chilambwe Chanda, Dominic Allen, Georgia Hyslop, David Hughes, Bethany
Doyle, Alex Bartlett, Holly Milne, Connor O’Reilly, Chris Coughlin, Michael Sean
Thomas, Lucy Nurney, Max Cope, Claudia Minehan, Molly Ellison, Georgina Poole,
Max Westhead, Scott Snaylam, Samantha Lack, Dominic Dunn, San McGuire, Liam
Billows, Molly Cavill, Will Ennis, Tom Cowell, Elliot Johnson, Tom Pratt, Charlotte
Bancroft, Jack Dwyer, Francis Dwyer, Katie McKeand, Will McKeand, Jonathan
Goulding, Neha Mehboob, Helen Tickle, Emma Frith,
Matthew Wynne, Tom Cannon, Stephen Lane, Sam
Prentice, Ryan Cusack, Maria Doyle, Rob Howat,
Kath Ashcroft, Mr Williams, Mr Rothnie, Mrs Howard,
Mr Vagianos and Mrs Moore.

A Famous Friend...
Stephen Fry has been in touch with us
over email to say how delighted he is with
the strength and robustness of the St
Mary’s Classics Society and to wish all
our students good luck with their exams!!
Thanks Stephen.

The Oracle
How many months would you like
in your year this year?
By Dr Thorne, Latin Teacher at St Mary’s College
(Continued from the front page) Some thirty-day months would have
balanced this out, but unfortunately even numbers were considered
unlucky.
Thus four months had thirty-one days, and February
consisted of a period of twenty-three days, after which the religious
year ended (23rd February was known as Terminalia), then a kind
of dog-end of a further five days. The normal year therefore came
in at 355 days.
If this had been the full system, the calendar would have got nearly
10¼ days ahead of the seasons each year, so when necessary the
Romans carried out an 'intercalation': this meant that after
Terminalia, instead of the normal last five days of February, they
started again from 1st February, and ran it all the way to the 28th.
This 'leap' month was called 'intercalary', and a year with such a
month was 378 days long. As long as intercalation was carried out
roughly every other year, the Roman calendar stayed in sync with
the seasons.
The Romans weren't great astronomers in the middle Republic, and
this was about as good as they could get it. But there was a snag.
For want of better science, it was the pontifex maximus, the chief
priest, who determined whether an intercalation was necessary in
any given year. Roman politicians held office usually for one year
only, and if the friends of the pontifex were in power (or his
opponents were about to come in) he would most likely extend the
year for his own advantage. A disadvantageous year could be
allowed to run out quickly by not intercalating, even if it was
otherwise needed. It also meant that, if you were distant from
Rome, after Terminalia it might take a few days before news of an
intercalation arrived and you knew what the actual date was! In the
late Republic (133-44BC), the age of Marius, Caesar, and Pompey's
civil wars, the privilege of the pontifex was abused to the extent that
by the time of Caesar's sole-rule, new year was happening at about
the time the leaves were beginning to turn brown!
Caesar had travelled to Egypt in the course of his war against
Pompey, and it was perhaps here that he came into contact with
much better astronomers: Egypt had strong contacts with Near
Eastern civilizations who were expert students of the heavens;
furthermore, being able to tell the time of year precisely was vital to
exploiting the seasonal flood of the Nile in Egyptian agriculture.
Whether it was from this source or some other, when Caesar
became ruler of Rome in 46BC he was armed with the astronomical
knowledge to sort out the Roman calendar. To delay the following
new year so it would fall in mid-winter, he decreed the current year
would have 445 days. (I think even I would get my year's work
done if I had fifteen months to do it in!).
He also decreed that henceforth each
year would have 365 days, and that every
fourth year would be a leap year. This
calendar, called the 'Julian' after Caesar
was very similar to that we have today.
Very similar, but not the same. Because
the solar year is 365.24 long – the part
day not being quite a full quarter – the
Julian calendar eventually broke down
too. Read about what happened then in
the next Oracle!
An obelisk brought by the Romans from Egypt

Mythical Colchis
A story by Megan Scott, AS
Level Classical Civilisation
Medea stood, her eyes closed, dark
heat rolling over her. She placed her
fingertips on the balcony ledge in
front of her and breathed. It had
been an hour since she was sent
from the palace’s dining hall and fury
at her father had reached a dangerous peak. Desperately she asked the
Gods for a way of getting out of Colchis, far away from her father. Helios
drew his fire over the horizon, and colour burst aflame in the humid sky.
She felt the night’s shades draw closer, and her body hummed with a
strange sense, it had for a while now, the hovering of fate pressed against
her mind, she could feel something strange occurring.
Dark waves of hair fell down her back, and black lashes framed large, lilac
eyes. They flashed open once more to gaze over the palace’s
surroundings, but just when her eyes caught the hot fields where fire
breathing oxen roamed, she spotted a figure, a lone man, staggering
through the boiling fields. As soon as she noticed him fall she ran from her
room. Not sure why, a God must have filled her with a divine urgency
because she knew he needed her. Racing through the palace, her gown
swished around her ankles, her heart hammered. As she reached the large
bronze doors she dragged them open and faced the descending twilight.
He wasn’t breathing when Medea found him; night was thick around her
and the firelight that lit the fields drowned them in a pool of amber.
Desperately she leaned closer checking for the dark stains of blood on his
dirty clothes, perhaps the tip of a spear thrust into his side. While she
scrambled for a sign he was alive, the light caught his dark golden skin and
warriors build, the planes of his chest and lines of his arms glinted with
sweat, and heat rolled off his body in a wild fever. Dishevelled blonde hair
caught in strands over his eyes. She moved them from his face, with
shaky fingers and watched the luminous golden shade of stubble that lined
his jaw, his mouth was slightly parted, and as she stared at the full thulian
shade, she thought he must be a God, cast down to the mortal plane by a
jealous Zeus. Suddenly she realised how this seemed. She was a lady, her
maids should have come out with her, she should have a veil across her
face.
He stirred suddenly and her attention was stolen.
“What happened to you?” Medea asked him her eyes wide and scanning
his face, his mouth moved, and she leaned closer.
“A God,” he breathed.
Medea pulled back suddenly. It was dangerous intervening in a God’s
business, in their wrath.
“Please-“ His eyes opened then and looked at her directly, the strange
blue colour watched her. “Please Goddess, have mercy.”
A surge of warmth blossomed in her chest as his gaze deepened, and like
fire it howled around her heart and wrecked her mind with a searing desire.
“What is your name?” Medea asked him, her gaze never leaving his eyes.
“Jason, Son of Aeson. I seek the golden fleece.”
“I can help you get it.” She said quickly, completely enchanted by him “But
you must swear something to me.”
Jason struggled beside her, and Medea refrained from pressing her cool
hand against his.
“Anything.”
“You will take me from here, and make me your wife.”
Jason watched her, the thick darkness of her hair, the Godlike shade of her
eyes, and he knew his fate was with her.
“I swear it.”
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